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Wayne's World's Babe-eous 
Majorus shows us her favorite 
body parts. Scha-wing! | 


Weekend Warriors 
Dogfight in a warplane, 
\ | : | cruise with pro wrestlers, 
PM. kc ek 1 | jf 4 | bungee from a chopper—and 
The world's biggest ash hole, p.84 . s ny 40 other gonzo getaways. 


The A to Z of Outdoor Sex 


Fram amusement parks to 
Zambonis, here's how to master 
bedroom-quality sex in the wild. 


“| Took On a Volcano 
and Lived!" 


One man's front-row seat at the 
world's deadliest rock show. 


Kim Delaney 

NYPD Blue's hottest homicide cop 
kills us with tales of handcuffs, 
thongs and ganja. 


Those Come-to-Bed Pies 

Woo women with crazy culinary 

skills, high-tech kitchen gear and 
recipes that'll make you the 

king of counter intelligence. 


| The 50 Worst Ways to Die 
Burned, boiled, turned to stone: 
Stuff's whack museum of the most 
unspeakable endings. 


Let's Be Careful 
Out There! 


Stuff's monthly single- 
elimination tourney. This 
month: TV cop shows. 


12 The First Ring of Hell 
Our man gets folded, spindled and 
mutilated at wrestling’s most brutal 
boot camp—WCW's Power Plant. 


Yo! Adriana COVER GIRL 

We invite Europe’s Wonderbra 
sensation to curl up on the famous 
Stuff rug. 
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Adriana 
Photographed by 
Michael Zeppetelio. 
Styling by Carlos Puig 
and Katie Holmes; 
Hair by Martyn 
Calder for W.A.R., 
Paris; Makeup by 
Irene Oberrauch for 
Carole; Manicure by 
Yuna. For clothing, 
see the Where to Buy 
page, 9.158, 
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Letters isp. 
What you think about Biatie,. 


us. Like we care. 





True Lies 


Tall tales to test your b.s. detector. 


Hot Stuff 


Tattooed pigs, Hell's Angels’ hogs 
and a Big Floaty Jesus. Stuff you 
have to have and can't believe. 


Pop Culture 

We weed through this month's 
flicks, tunes, shows, reads and 
video games so you don't have to. 


Smart Bombs 

Knowledge in a nutshell, from how 
to tame a lion to how to turn 
household appliances into sex toys. 


Greatest American Hero 
The Beach Boys’ Brian Wilson 
wrote about the California dream of 
hot girls, cool cars and surfing, but 
bad boy Dennis Wilson lived it. 


Where to Buy 


How to grab this month's gear. 
Is She Really Goin’ 
Out with Him? 


Jennifer Love Hewitt and Carson 
Daly. Can anyone explain this one? 


INSTANT COOL 


Our regular gear guide for the man 
who has almost everything. 
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Backpacking in Peru 
High-level gear for scaling to 
the ancient cities of the Andes. 


Scorching Urban 
Sports Gear 

Bats, balls, skates and sticks 
that'll help you score on the 
hot city streets. 


2 Road Tests 


Our experts take the latest toys 
out for a spin: 

Bikes, 
aftershaves, 
hot sauces, 
digital cameras, 
bowling balls 
and 

more. 
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HUMVEE 


For retailers U.S. call 1-800-367-8463 or 
a 1-800-263-0981. www.timex.com 








Editor-in-Chief Andy Clerkson 
Creative Director Andy Turnbull 


Fditorial Consultant Keith Blanchard 





Fxecutive Editor Mike Hammer 
Managing Editor Lauren Parker 
West Coast Editor Joan Tarshis 


| Deputy Art Director Jan Robinson 
Not Much Method to ron See Kaen Shap 


Photo Editor Hyla Dennis 
| | Freelance Photo Editor Ericka Camastro 
e a ne : Photo Coordinator Jan Knapik 
Copy Chief Dawn Yanek 
Research Editor Sky Shineman 


At some point in the genesis of this issue of Stuff, Staff Reporter Judy Dutton | 
| overheard this conversation between our editors. idee decals Mae Soot, rau Bayle 
ul : quu ta! r" Copy Editors Carmen Armillas, Jet Byles, 
Are you working on Sex?” “No. Rock nm’ Roll. = Dantas Dowling, Lynn Mesaitie 

“Oh. Does anyone have Sex on their desk, then?” Art Department Assistants Alisha Borth, 

“| don't know—I'm looking at Death.” Sex, death | = Charles Upshur 


Researchers Robert Anasi, Andy Brown, 


and rock 'n' roll. It's a theme | wish | could take Elaine Mainzman, Noelant Richie 


some credit for instigating and developing. But 
that would suggest that we sit around in sky-high 
offices, with big stogies in our mouths and market 
research on the table, debating, deliberating and 
planning how best to put a magazine together. 
And, of course, we don't. Truth ts, it just kind of 
happens, in a chaotic, survival-of-the-fittest- 


Contributing Editors Caramel Quin, Bret Watson 


Group Publisher Lance J. O. Ford 

Publisher Carolyn Kremins 

Fashion Retail Director Deborah Rubin 
Account Managers Susan Goldfarb (NY/Mid- 


cocktail-napkin-idea kind of way. Atlantic), Jordana Pransky (NY/New England), 

Still, it's a fortuitous thread. The sex comes Melanie Selesnick (NY¥/Southeast) 
courtesy of an exhilarating bare-ass ride through Midwest Manager Kate Dixon 

1" ion. ath rears its Account Managers Mark Baba, Brandy O'Briant 

we PG 2 Se EGE are sig _ : 272 E. Deerpath, Suite 316, Lake Forest, IL 
hideous mug as we look at the diabolical ways 60045 (847) 295-0337 
Mother Nature and our ancestors have concocted Wetton: Bincetos Elizabeth Andersen, 
to help us check out. Rock 'n’ roll is something of 520 Washington Blyd., Box #287, Marina Del Rey, 
a scam, not being about music at all: It's the } CA90292 (310) 306-5100 
harrowing tale of Gordon Cole, a man who stood Northwest Manager Catherine Hurley, 


2040 Polk Street #146, San Francisco, CA 94109 
(415) 474-7620 


Detroit Manager Maiorana & Partners, Ltd., 
418 W. 5th St., Suite C, Royal Oak, MI 4806/7 
(248) 546-2222 


Advertising Coordinator Kimberly Esposito, 
Dennis Publishing, 1040 Avenue of the Americas, 
23rd Floor, New York, NY 10018 


at the mouth of a 
volcano on the day 
it decided to blow 
chunks the size of 
armchairs. His 
survival story 
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page 84. . Adriana Public Relations Four Corners Communications 
Hope you . | unleashed, p.116 (212) 849-8250 

enjoy it as much be Yuet Subsenption Information toll-free (877) 212-1941, 


as we enjoyed outside the U.S. (904) 447-0212 
putting it together. 
| have to dash, 
now—there’s an 
editorial board 
meeting starting 
in a bowling alley 
down the road. 
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I look at them and see two sisters 
connected by more than blood and 
shared existence. 

Two: sisters who will draw 
strength and encouragement from 
each other as they move through life. 

I look at them and see two 
sisters, two lovely daughters, and 
wonder what have I unleashed | 


upon the world? 
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Its Your Call 


Questions? Comments? Obscene 
remarks? Bring ‘em on! 


YOU'RE BAD, BUT | LIKE YOU 


| would like to know what the criteria was 
for ranking your “20 Gnarliest Sports 
Injuries of All Time.” Hands down (no pun 
intended), number one should have been 
Rope Burned [No. 18], the tug-of-war 
tragedy. Seeing that guy’s arm lying beside 
him could be the most disgusting thing | 
have ever seen. Keep up the good work! | 
can't wait for the company picnic—and the 
next issue of Stuff. 

—Erik Hass, Trumbull, Conn. 
Hearing comments like that makes us feel 
like we've done our jobs. Bless you. 


OH, HAPPY DAY 


Welcome back! | couldn't imagine how you 
puys could top that incredible first issue— 
but you somehow did. With each turn of 
the page, | was either “Oohing” and 
“Ahhing” or laughing and wincing. But 
nothing could have possibly prepared me 
for the mind-blowing Charisma Carpenter 
layout. Babe-o-rama! “The Gnarliest Sports 
Injuries” was incredible, and “Arch 


WRITE A LETTER, WIN A BIKE 





We received a huge response to our last 
Letters contest, including prayers for our 
salvation, fingernail clippings and some 
very disturbing prose. We loved it. Next 
month's winner will nab the ultracool GT 
Autostream Bicycle ($400), featuring the 
smartShift 2000 derailleur, which 
automatically changes gears in response 
to your pushing power and road 
conditions. So keep writing—you might 
catch a ride (or at least a browbeating): 


Letters, Stuff magazine, 
1040 Avenue of the Americas, 15th 
Floor, New York, NY 10018. 
Or e-mail us at 
=  letters@stuff-mag.com. 
For rules, see 
yp page 158. 
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Badness” was simply inspired. Thanks for 
the most fun a guy can have with both 
hands while holding a magazine! 

—Stephen L. Roldan, Alea, Hawaii 
Thank you for the passionate response. But 
remind us never to borrow your magazines. 


MR. ANGRY 


Stuff; (In last issue's music reviews], you 
guys missed the whole point of Cocktai/s in 
the Cantina. Fuck you. 

—John Van Horne, Oglio Records 
No golf clubs for you, John. 


WHO SAYS WERE STOOPID? 


After all the hoopla concerning your 
magazine appealing to the lowest kind of 
male impulses, | was pleasantly surprised 
by how informative and witty the pieces in 
the recent issue were. The gadgetry 
features were interesting and so were the 
stories that explored the bizarre and 
unexplainable (for instance, the union of 
Rebecca Romijn and John Stamos). It's 
possible that Stuff wil! be as influential as 
Esquire thinks It 's. 

—Mark Rhodes, Wilmington, Del. 
Actually, Esquire is nearly twice as effective 
at absorbing pet urine as our mag. Now 
that’s influence! 


SHUT UP AND CHUG! 


Where do you guys get off telling people 
how to make moonshine? Don't you realize 
that there are people under the legal 
drinking age buying your magazine? Have 
you guys got your heads too far up each 
other's asses to realize it? 

—Curtis Lockinger, Humboldt, Canada 
Lighten up, Curtis. This mag ain't intended 
for kids, and besides, we said we didn't 
endorse it, Have a drink and stay tuned for 
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LETTER OF THE MONTH 


One day, my girlfriend picked up a 
copy of Deta//s while we were out. 
As she was leafing through the 
pages she said, “This magazine is 
so much better than that Stuff 
‘thing you bought.” | sure am going 
to miss that girl. 

—lodd Flanders, Knoxville, Tenn. 


Don’t you think you overreacted a 
tad, Todd? But hey, congrats! 
You've inadvertently composed our 
letter of the month and won Taylor 
Made golf equipment worth $600. 
You'll need something to do now 
that you've told the lady to walk. 


next month's feature on how to build 
thermonuclear devices. 


THERE'S ALWAYS ONE 


On page 63 of issue No.2, the Prof stated 
that the exact air pressure of the lungs Is 
15 pounds per square inch. | believe the 
correct figure is 14./ pounds per square 
inch. | know that a 0.3 difference ts petty 
and immaterial, but | really want to win 
the Taylor Made golf driver and | had to 
write something. 

—Michael Garcia, Houston, Tex. 
Too bad it wasn’t something interesting. We 
came really close to sending you the clubs, 
but then we read your letter. 


Can't get enough gear, sports, beer, 
gadgets, cars, tall tales and 
amazingly gymnastic underdressed 


lingerie models? Click on over to 
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www.mindspring.com 


people in Germany 


ALS you to talk to ¢ 
ia, China and now, even customer SUpDOTt. 





FAST CONNECTIONS, KILLER 
24-HOUR CUSTOMER SUPPORT 
AND PRICING FROM $6.95 


TO $19.95/MO. UNLIMITED. 


#7) PLUS, BIG PREPAYMENT 


DISCOUNTS. OUR INTERNET 
SERVICES WERE SIGNED 


oe WITH YOU IN MIND.” 





MindSpring 


INTERNET SERVICES 


Call now 1-888-MSPRING 








TRUE LIE OF THE MONTH 






Metallica saved my life! 


Walking home a few years ago at 
the Subic Bay naval base in the 
Philippines, boom box in hand, | 
stumbled upon a pack of monkeys. 
| was pretty stoney at the time and 
| failed to notice how many of the 
little guys were around. Anyhow, | 
was too busy rewinding Ride the 
Lightning and tripping out on one 
particularly outgoing baby monkey. 
We mimicked each other for a few 
minutes before | decided to hold 
my new friend's hand. 

Its family misunderstood my 
intentions and suddenly rushed me 
from all sides. The monkeys were 


Did You 
Hear the One 
About... 


Funny story, pen, paper, stamp, 
mailbox equals high-tech 
camera. It’s not rocket science. 


RUBBER COMES BETWEEN FRIENDS 
| went to Las Vegas with a group of my 
buddies for a little R&R last winter. After 
we crapped out, we hit the bars on the 


ads 4 said no 
‘more Ricky 
Martin!” 


Strip. For a laugh, we stopped at a 
transvestite revue joint—which completely 
freaked out one of my friends. By the time 
we got back to the hotel, we were wasted 
and he was practically in a coma, So | 
cooked up a little gag, We pulled down his 
pants, spit in a condom and stuck it by his 
butt. The next morning our buddy wouldn't 
come out of his room, claiming a killer 


BEHIND DOOR NUMBER ONE... 


Send your crazy stories to: 
Stuff, 

1040 Avenue of the 

: Americas, New York, 
‘ SSE OE aca) 


“a, 


stuff-mag.com. 


\) % | y/ ify 
THIS LOVELY CAMERA 
So you partied with Elvis on a 
spaceship but no one believes you. Too 
bad you didn't get a photo of alien 
Elvis. That's why whoever sends us the 
funniest, wackiest, wildest—but 
believable—stories will win an Olympus 
stylus Zoom 80 Wide DLA camera. 
Achieving the Best Buy accolade in 
Stuff’s May road test, the $419 
splashproof Stylus is the smallest wide- 
angle 3x zoom camera and offers both 
panoramic and 80mm zoom 
capabilities. So keep those stories 
coming, and Jet others, besides your 
therapist, Know what a weirdo you are. 
For rules, see page 158. 
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hangover, and remained in his self-imposed 
seclusion for another full day. On the way 
to the airport, we came clean about the 
condom, and he took a separate flight 
home. He hasn't traveled with us since. 

—John Guy Kuperman, Austin, Tex. 
Stuff says: Remind us never to hit the road 
with you guys. A twisted enough tale for us 
lo rethink any overnight bachelor parties. 


BALLSY ATTITUDE 


| have a very attractive female friend who's 
also a real smart-ass. One night we got 
pulled over for speeding, and before the 
officer had a chance to speak, she smiled 
and said, “So | suppose you pulled me over 
to ask me to the policeman’s ball?" He shot 
her a fierce look and replied, “We're cops, 
ma'am. We don't have balls.” We all 
realized what he had said at the same 
time. She giggled, and he turned, walked 
back to his car and drove off. No ticket. 
—Gree Gieser, Eau Claire, Wis. 
Stuff says: OK, we'll buy this...but only 
because it was in Wisconsin, lf it was L.A, or 
New York, the cop would have pulled a 
Rodney King on you—embarrassed or not. 


SAY “UGHHH" 

Soon after my aunt came back from a trip 
through Asia, her appendix burst and she 
had to be operated on immediately. The 
operation was a success, but a few days 
later her stomach began to feel strange. 
Then one night at dinner, she started 
choking violently. After a few seconds, the 
pale, almost clear head of a tapeworm 
poked out of her mouth. She'd picked it up 
in Asia, and it had grown in her small 
intestine for weeks. The anesthesia from 
the operation must have disoriented it, and 
it tried to swim free. | yanked it out and 





pulling my long hair and yanking 
on my leg. That's when a huge bull 
monkey came out of his tree to 
charge me. In the commotion, | hit 
PLAY on the ghetto blaster. The 
monkeys looked startled, so | 
cranked up the V-juice; monkeys 
obviously have no appreciation for 
speed metal, and they scrammed. 

Two days later—same street, 
same radio, same Metallica tape— 
| was charged by wild boars 
checking out a garbage can. | 
jumped into some big bushes and 
cranked up the volume. Those hogs 
must still have bad dreams—t! do. 
—Mathew Nordwall, San Francisco 
Stuff says: Righteous story! We 
know simians gravitate more to 
trip-hop than headbanging tunes, 
but we thought you'd been 
hallucinating, until the wild boar 
epilogue. Party on! Fifteen crates 
of Harpoon beer are now yours. 


stomped it flat, rignt on the kitchen floor. 
Angelo Martelli, Staten Island, N.Y. 
Stuff says: No way, Angelo. Having an 
anaconda in your stomach may've been a bit 
more noticeable long before the main course. 


DIAL P FOR PAYBACK 


My buddy's girlfriend found out he was 
cheating on her while he was on a two- 
week business trip. When he got back, 
she'd cleared all her stuff out and moved 
away, No ugly notes. No beer in the stereo. 
Just the phone off the hook. A month later, 
he got a bill for a 240-minute call to a 
time-weather service—in Tokyo. 


T 


| 
| 


—Frank Pomilla, Delaware, Ohio ~ 


Stuff says: We believe it. We checked with 
AT&T, who say they get complaints from 
similarly burned housemates all the time. 


ect 


If time is money, how much money do 
you waste getting lost? Or checking 
maps? Or asking for directions? 
Now get where you're going without 
getting sidelined. The new CD-ROM 
based Alpine Navigation gives you 
door-to-door directions, quickly and 
conveniently. Continuous satellite 
links and CD-ROM database 
produce tunn-by-tum directions both 
verbally and visually, Now you can 
stop wishing about being on time. 
Lease one today from your 
authorized Alpine Navigation dealer 
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DON’T YOU WISH YOU HAD 
ALPINE NAVIGATION? 


FOR YOUR AUTHORIZED 
NAVIGATION DEALER, CALL 
8S00-ALPINE-1 OR VISIT 


WWW.ALPINE1.COM 


////7AALP INE. 


STOP WISHING 





See participating Alpine dealers for details. 
Lease price slightly higher in Canada. = @ 1999 Aline Electronics of America, inc. © 1999 Alpine Electronics of Cenada, inc. 
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Let’s face it—-baseball ain't exactly wall-to-wall action, which is why we did the wave 
when we saw the Arizona Diamondbacks’ babe-drenched pool beyond right field. 
Stadium gimmicks are in the lineup for four new ballparks on deck, Here’s a scorecard. 


complete with sand trap, water hazard, be retrieved by an elite squad of rescue 


pooches (aka “frog dogs”). The idea for the 
stunt came from SNL's chain-smoking priest, 


ENRON FIELD Houston Astros move in Father Guido Sarducci (Don Novello). “I've 
Opening Day 2000. By dumping the Dome, got a Chihuahua that I'm training for the 
the Astros also get a retractable roof and team,” Novello says. “So far, he can get his 

Safeco Field: natural grass. The location, next to derelict mouth around a muffin.” 

“Hey, Merlot Union Station, explains the massive 

here.” reproduction of a steam locomotive that toots MILLER PARK Milwaukee Brewers move 

and blows smoke whenever the Astros hit a in Opening Day 2000. The team’s called the 
home run. Located high above the center- Brewers. The stadium's sponsored by Miller 
field seats, the engine also chugs along an Beer. Yet there'll be no on-site brewery. 


SAFECO FIELD Seattle Mariners move in games start. 
July 15, 1999. Local Microsoft and 


elevated ledge to “pull” the roof closed before Instead, fans get a throwback theme, with a 


'6Os-style food court and the return of 
Wisconsin's favorite son—mascot Bernie 


amazon.com millionaires should enjoy PAGIFIG BELL PARK San Francisco Brewer—from old County Stadium. Whether 
Safeco’s nouveau riche retractable roof and Giants move in Opening Day 2000. When he renews his slide from a giant keg into a 
wine bar. The head groundskeeper is Barry Bonds cranks a homer over the rght- sudsy beer mug after every Brewer dinger 
currently negotiating to build an invitation- field wall, the ball has a good chance of will depend on the fans. Given the team’s 
only golf hole behind the center-field wall, landing in San Francisco Bay—where it will recent record, Bernie should stay pretty dry. 


BIG FLOATY JESUS 





After last issue's “God's Gizmos” story, Stuff would like to give 
thanks for all readers’ missives tempting us with more heavenly 
hardware. We couldn't let another day pass without alerting you 
to Jesus the Hot Air Balloon—it’s 110 feet high, weighs more 
than 750 pounds and contains 258,000 cubic feet of sanctified 
air. This latest project of the 
stu ah) California-based Merritt 
bie Ministry is currently touring 
the U.S., bearing down on 
sinners like a zeppelin. And 
for just $5 a month, Pure 
Vision Ministries will send 
your pager a regular supply 
of “pages from God" (20 
biblical verses). But maybe 
you didn't need to Know 
about the S/ Baby Jesus 
Paddleball game (you know, 
for kids). For more relics— 
from the Virgin Mary Memo 
Board to Sacred Sneakers— 
log on to www. geocilies. 
com/—~—ship-of-fools. 
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First lacy 
MISS ‘AMERICAN PIE’ 


Shannon Elizabeth insists that her body is horribly flawed. “I hate 
my stomach,” she says. “I'll complain about it until the day | die. 
| don't have an hourglass body—I have a really boxy figure.” 
Why, then, does she keep getting cast as a goddess? "Because 
everyone is crazy but me,” she explains, 

Call us crazy. At 22, this leggy Texas girl with flawless olive 
skin and a ballerina build is the best piece of American Pie, a 
sex-fueled teen flick in which she plays a Czech foreign-exchange 
student who gets caught undressing on Jason Bige's candid Web 
cam. A veteran of kiddy TV shows, including Step by Step, Hang 
Time and USA High, Elizabeth is poised on the brink of fame 
with two more films ready to push her over: the romantic comedy 
Dish Dogs and the drama Seamless. 

Elizabeth's taste in men is also as American as apple pie. “I 
like sweet, scruffy boys,” she says. “No macho guys, no 
bodybuilders, no pretty boys. Just the average, cool hangout guy.” 
But someone is already deep in the heart of this Texan. “I have a 
great guy,” Elizabeth says. “He does everything for me. He might 
as well be my assistant.” So he's basically a slave? She hesitates. 
"| don't whip him when he does something wrong. Just when he 
does something good.” Nice work if you can get it. 


Where to Buy page 


rofile LAs Makeun: Race for Profile LA. For clothing, see 


Photography (right); Kate Garner; Styling: Gitte Meldgaard tor Beauty & Photo; Hair: Ken Paves for 
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If Porky Pig joined the Hell’s Angels, he'd 
look like the latest masterpiece by Belgian 
artist Wim Delvoye. He's been tattooing 
live swine with drawings of skulls, snakes, 
devils, Harleys, naked geishas, marijuana 
leaves, even Jesus—"“the big themes,” 
says Delvoye. Now the artist's chops are 
bringing home the bacon, as his little 
porkies are turning museums into pigsties 
in France, Holland and Germany. But the 
other white meat won't be coming to a 
gallery near you anytime soon. “The 
United States was very paranoid about 
letting in pigs from Belgium, because of 
disease,” explains Delvoye. 
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And animal righters shouldn't have a 
problem with this. Delvoye insists that his 
needling doesn’t get under the porkers’ 
skin. Over the course of two or three 
months, the pigs go under anesthesia for 
two hours per week as the Belgian graffitis 
their flanks like a city bus. “I save their 
lives,” he says. “Most pigs are killed in 
four months. These pigs are treated like 
little princes.” 

Delvoye dreamt up pig tattooing in 
1994, but it took several years to talk 
curators into allowing barnyard animals to 
mingle with Monets. In the meantime, the 
artist practiced on pigskins purchased 


Photography: (Night Navigator) Todd Huffman. Illustration; From 


the book More Red feat. Copyright1998 by Max Cannan. 


Reprinted by arrangement with St. Martin's Press, Inc. 
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Pigs for pot ' 





from death row at the local 
slaughterhouses. He also labored on other 
works, such as his life-size statues of 
naked men with telescopes protruding 
from their mouths and butts (think of a 
proctology exam by Carl Sagan gone 
horribly wrong). 

All told, Delvoye has tattooed six live 
pigs. What would he do if one of his 
works of swine art went pork-belly-up? 
onausages? “I would stuff it, maybe,” he 
says. “It would be sad, But | think 
collectors would like it better. They could 
put it in their living room.” Beats shoveling 
pig shit off the Persian rugs. 
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What's the world come to 
when hell's own renegades 
have to work up a sweat for 
a little moola? In an effort to 
boost their club's operational funds, the Orange 
County California chapter of the Hell's Angels has begun manufacturing and 
selling the Big Red Machine, a limited-edition $17,000 to $24,000 street-legal 
chopper, complete with a four-year warranty, that can come via very special 
delivery. “If we're passing through on a run and you don't mind one of us 
breaking in your bike, sure we'll deliver it to your door,” says Rusty (who 
refused to reveal his last name). “But | don’t care how much money you have 
or who the fuck you are. Don't think you can buy your way into the Hell's 
Angels.” Er...OK, Rusty. Sir. Call 714-638-9229 if you dare; or log on to 
big-red-machine.com from the safety of your pretty little suburban home. 
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PROMISE HER THE STARS 








Ask a girl what her sign is and you'll 
get the cold shoulder, but show her 
where it is and she'll melt like Swiss 
cheese on toast. All you need to 
achieve such feats of quack astrology 
is the Night Navigator ($130): a sex- 
guaranteeing gadget that utilizes a 
built-in digital compass and 16 
illuminated maps to point out the 
exact location of 43 constellations, 
all of the zodiac signs and the 
four visible planets. Just pick 
the heavenly body you dig 
most from the LCD display, 
press the FIND button and 
turn the Navigator until you 
hear a beep. It tells you how 
high to look and provides an 
illuminated map of what you're looking 
for. Once you've replaced Cosmo's 
Bedside Astrologer as her primary 


source for intercourse scheduling, your 
ship, my friend, is not only on course 
but truly in. Excalibur Electronics: 
800-592-4377; www.excalibur 
electronics.com, 








Navigate your way into her pants 


from the secret files of 


al haere laliloya 


the dimpled rind of remorselessness 





Sweetheart, I'm going to make some dinner 
now,,.whera do you keep the cooking ail? 


No dice, honey. That creamed clam casserole 

you made last night is still twisting in my gut. 

I'm afraid I'll have to keep you locked in the 

attic for a couple more days, just to be safe. 
ca 


It's under {he sink, Ted. Why don’t you 
let me come down and make it for you? 


Hey, Dadtl...are you 
letting me out of the 
basement then, too? 


Be quiet, son, 
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STARCH WARS 


In our everlasting quest for a responsible 
alternative to firearms, we found the following 
essentials for that special NRA wanna-be. 


Do you like your 
potato baked, fried 
or mashed? The true 
spud stud prefers his 
blasted. But until now, tater 
puns have been primitive 
single-shot affairs that took 
more time to load than muskets 
from the Revolutionary War—until 
Mark League of Birmingham, 
Alabama, developed the first six- 
shooter. In a moment of MacGyver- 
inspired madness, League conjured 
up a cannon with a remote trigger- 
ignition system made from a grill 
lighter that fires a spud every three 
seconds. Automotive starter fluid 
serves as propellant—a big 
improvement over earlier sticky, 
aerosol versions. This souped-up 
firearm can be loaded with russet 
potatoes, which it will duly launch 
the length of two football fields. 
League doesn't peddle 
finished guns, but he does sell 
detailed Blueprints through his 
Web site for $20. He says it'll 
cost between $50 and $100 
to make a spud launcher fram 
everyday hardware and take you 
a few days in the dark recesses 
of your garage to build it. To start 
your own Starch-based arms race, 
check out www.techleague.com. 















































THE LUNG GUN 


If knocking out satellites with a pound of 
Idaho potatoes is too close to remote 
modern warfare for you, go for a 
more old-school, up-close-and- 
personal assault weapon like the 
Splatmatic Rapid Fire Blowgun 
Paintball Repeater. At just $20, 
it's the cheapest way to 
apply body paint to 
your iriends or 
random 


ravers at this summer's Woodstock concert, 
To fire the .40-caliber water-soluble 
paintballs, just pucker up and blow. For 
more serious paint warfare, you'll need to 
attach the Cyclone Hopper (pictured, $2) 
and hyperventilate—this extended 
magazine will let loose with an incredible 
50-ball barrage, assuming you don't run 
out of breath first (nonsmokers have a 
decided edge). Top-notch blowhards can 
project two balls per second. Available 
through the Safety Source: 612-559-5539, 
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“Take that, you Ol’ Dirty Bastard!" 


— —_ 
Fil Sacer iarar 
| = aT} A 
¥ L L 1 i i = 
i 


What's going on? The hip-hop hardmen 
of the Wu-Tang Clan are beating the 
snot out of one another. The RZA kicks 
Method Man in the bozacks. The 
rotund rapper collapses, looking like 
he's about to cough up his Ben & 
Jerry's. And Ol’ Dirty Bastard cracks 
Inspectah Deck’s head—with a jug of 
wine. This is no undignified tour-bus 
fallout. It's PlayStation’s 
Wu-fang: Shaolin Style, out this fall. 
As the Clan member of your choice, 
you duke it out—and get a weapon. 
Infamous drunk Ol’ Dirty Bastard uses 
the aforementioned jug, while Clan 
producer RZA has some awesome 
head-cutting swords. This game is 
obviously gonna cause a ruckus at Wu- 
Tang Towers: Method Man sulking after 
a whipping from Mastah Killa, and 
Genius proposing chess. But rather 
than all this internal fighting, Stuff 
wants to see the Wu taking on the rest 
of the music biz. 


RICKY MARTIN, AKA CAP'N QUESO 
Special weapon: Oozes cheese from 
every pore. 

Special ability: He’s one crazy hombre, 
livin’ Velveeta loca. 


CELINE DION, AKA STRETCH 
ARMSTRONG 

Special weapon: Eyeball-shattering, 
ultra-high frequency vibrato. 

Special ability: Spinning Exorcist-style 
head. C'mon, you've seen that neck... 


THE BACKSTREET BOYS, AKA 

THE KILLER CLONES 

Special weapon: Trample opponents 
with hordes of screaming teen fans. 
Special ability: Hypnotic synchronized 
dance routines. 


JENNIFER LOPEZ, AKA THE BOOTY 
BOUNCER 

Special weapon: Pneumatic ass. 
Special ability: She's foxy...and do- 
gooding Clan guys wouldn't hit a lady. 


phy: Todd Hutiman (2) 
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“Cute” doesn’t cut it in today’s dog-eat-dog world, which is why 
expert dog-handler Stanley Coren has developed a dog IQ test to 
determine whether Rover is Mensa material or just a drooling, 


stinky hair ball with legs. 


TEST | 
When your dog’s out, rearrange the 
furniture. When he returns, see how long 
it takes him fo knock his head against an 
| end table. Dogs have varying abilities to 
map out and remember their 
surroundings; this measures your pooch's 
attentiveness to the environment. 
A smart dog will: Conduct an inspection 
within 15 seconds of 
entering the 
rearranged abode. 
He will sniff 
everything, then 
inquire, “What 
third-rate interior 
designer did 
you hire 
this time?” 
A dumb dog 
will: Curl up 
for a quick 
nap in the 
microwave. 


TEST 2 
Throw a blanket 
over your dog's 
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head and clock the time it takes him to 
realize it's not a total eclipse of the sun. 
A smart dog will: See the light within 15 
seconds and slip out from under the 
sheets, giving you barely enough time to 
laugh and point. 

A dumb dog will: Just stand there. He 
can't see. He can't move. He can't think. 
Pee's running down his leg. After a 
couple of hours, lend a hand. 


TEST 3 

Stare sternly at your dog. Then crack an 
idiotic grin. Without any vocal 
encouragement, a dog requires a certain 
threshold of intelligence to read his 
owner's smile as a positive gesture. 

A smart dog will: Wag his tail and 
wonder what bullshit you're trying to 
pull this time. 

A dumb dog will: Not react at all—he'’s 
looking at your face but dreaming of a 
bunny with a Broken leg. 





Coren’s complete, unabridged 
instructional video Test Your Dog's /Q will 
soon be available at his Web site, 

WWW. animalnews.com/coren. 











SPOT POLL 


lf you can’t be bothered to interrogate 
your mutt, grade his papers and fill 
out his diploma, just look up his IQ at 
www.petrix.com/dogint. The site lists 
the average IQ equivalents of nearly 
100 breeds. The bottom line: Some 
canines do have more brain cells than 
others. Here’s the range, from 
Einstein to Joey of Friends. 


GENIUS LEVEL 





“Lassie, get 

help!...And fax 
us if you need 

directions.” 


Tf 


GERMAN 
SHEPHERD 
Obeys 
commands 95 
percent of the 
time and picks 
up new tricks 
(like “Chew him 
up”) in less 
than five reps. 


An occasional 
drooler but 
dependable; 
man’s-best- 
friend material. 





ig: 50 
BULLDOG 
Short, ugly and 
stupid. You'll 
have to say 
“sit” at least 
100 times for 
him to realize 
you're not 
cursing at him. 


IQ: 30 
AFGHAN 
HOUND 

The Prince 
Charles of pups. 
He couldn't 
fetch a stick if it 
was punched 
through his jaw. 


BISCUITS-FOR-BRAINS LEVEL 
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PATHOL YOUR 
NEIGHBORHOOD 
Whether you're interested 
In crime and prevention, 
you're an ex-officer of the 
law who misses the job or 


DAVID McCGANDLESS IS... 


THE WEBMASTER 


Identify your town's criminal element, make porn with 
paper, never miss a live police pursuit—our man clues 
you in. And yes, he is a little weird. 
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SrEHIAL RLLER ATLAS 


you just want to scare 
yourself stupid, visit APB 
Online, the one-stop 
source for crime news, 
unsolved murders and all 
the really horrible things 
scary people do. Amid 
newsy stories on the 
wanted, the dead and the 
missing, the site posts the 
recently declassified G- 
Files, which include Frank 
Sinatra’s 1,275-page dossier and info 
on the National Security Agency's Diana 
Files—1,056 pages of internal 
documents mentioning “her.” You can 
also tune in to live police scanners in all 
the major cities and read the latest stats 
on your neighborhood. (Warning: These 
may make you afraid to go outside.) But 
the most useful aspect of the site— 
especially if you're planning to travel—is 
the map of the 35 to 50 currently active 
serial killers across the United States. 
Watch out for the Zodiac killer in San 
Francisco (currently suspected of 37 
murders), and avoid taking a vacation 
on the East Coast: There are five active 
serial killers roaming around from New 
Jersey to Virginia. Before hitchhiking, 
always check with www.apbonline.com. 


HARD-CORE ORIGAMI A novel way 
to waste downtime: Make porn out of 
paper, Japanese-style. With a few choice 
folds and twists, an ordinary candy-bar 
Wrapper or dollar bill can become a red- 
hot, XXX scene—at least according to 
the Underground Origami Page, 
www. lynx.neu.edu/z/zbrown/ug.html, 

| which explores the seedier side of the 

| normally respectable paper-folding 
hobby. Here, resident artist Marc 
Kirschenbaum shows how to make a 
dollar-bill vagina and an “each one eat 
one” (the 69 position). Another artist by 
the name of Earendil, is responsible for 
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CASE OVEEVITS: Seattle 
‘tree BRieer Dil ier 


Swear WILLD 


From Son of Sam te Bundy to Manson, your route's mapped out 





the unforgettable “seal with huge penis” 
(definitely one that'll wow the in-laws 
after Thanksgiving dinner). 


STAR TREK’S FUNNY? FUNNY 
HOW? Check out the Australian site 
www.sev.com,.au/toonzone, which 
blends The Simpsons and Star Trek into 
a one-frame series of gags on Star Trek's 
hopeless clichés. The punch line of each 
is left blank until one of the thousands 
of payoffs submitted by fans is chosen 
by a weekly live vote on the Internet. 
Thanks to the gazillion entries, the 
results—unlike most Jrek humor—are 
often genuinely funny. Meanwhile, the 
campaign to bring back Kirk is heating 
up. Militant Trekkies are petitioning 
Paramount to at least “find a more 
appropriate way to kill him than 
dropping him off a cliff and piling rocks 
on him.” Find the toupeed one’s fans at 
www.bringbackkirk.com. 


AN 0.3. A DAY Miss another live car 
chase where the bad guys are hurtling 
the wrong way up the interstate? Never 
again. Register with www. 
pursuitwatch.com, an L.A.-based Web 
site that will page you every 

time another episode of 


“When Criminals - >. 
ee 


Floor It” is 


broadcast on your 
local TV station. 
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~ One for the ladies 
Linstick for the 
Oval Orifice 


In honor of the First Mistress, who 
helped cigars go from yuppie chic to 
chubby erotic, here come Lewinsky 
Lips—tipstick tubes that look like cigars 
($10 per lipstick; $50 for mini cigar 
box with all four shades), They make a 
perfect gift for any young, inexperienced 
female colleague you'd like to see flash 
her thong and cry on national TV—but 
don’t give them to anyone you actually, 
like, love. Shades include “What a 
Tripp,” “Be a Starr” and “Spicy Currie.” 
They may stain your shirt, so make sure 
to get it dry-cleaned before your wife 
launches a full-scale investigation. For 
more info, see www.lewinskylips.com. 


IT’S A VISION THING 





The new Mercedes SLR gasses up a 
classic car with sleek new lines. 


What if a Lambourghini and a Mercedes 
Gull Wing 300SL got it on and had a little 
sports car of their very own? The Vision 
SLR would toddle down the hallway. With 
a 5,5-liter V8, it sprints from zero to sixty 
in 4.2 seconds and tops out at 198 mph, 
Luring copilots into the carbon-fiber racing 
seats will be a snap, thanks to the remote- 
controlled doors. And the 20-inch wheels 
with four-wheel, independent traction stick 
to asphalt like sun-scorched roadkill, while 
headlights swivel along with the steering 
wheel. Now imagine you had $250,000 
to buy it, 
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Salawe, (Lewlisky Lips) 


Photography: (Webnwster) Warten 









FIONA JEROME'S REGULAR ROUNDUP OF A WORLD GONE WRONG 


SHOT IN THE CROTCH 
Teenagers in Finland, known 
for their high rates of 
alcoholism and suicide, have 
found a new way to drink and 
drive. To catch a buzz and still 
pass the Breathalyzer test, girls 
dunk tampons in vodka before 
inserting them. Tapio Jaakkola, 
from the Irti Huumeista Drug 
and Alcohol Center, which 
released the findings, was 
quick to squash media 
attempts to turn the weird 
phenomenon into a teen fad. 
“Drinking through the mouth is 
still the best way for alcohol to 
be absorbed,” he wisely 
advised the youth of Finland. 
Besides, replacing shot glasses 
with tampons may stop you 
from smelling of booze, but it 








won't "ns aE ae 


help the Garfish: Wanted 
falling down for murder 
and throwing up all over the 
front lawn problem one bit. 
And what do these kids do for 
a chaser? 


IN A JAM We had so many 
letters about last month’s 

incredible X-ray shot of Alison 
Kennedy with a five-inch knife 








“| was cleaning it and it just...” 
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stuck in her head, we couldn't 
resist running this baby when it 
landed on our photo editor's 
desk. No, it’s not a fake 
montage. This really is an X 
ray, that really is a jam jar, and 
yes, it really is wedged up 
someone's butt. The unnamed 
man from whose medical file 
this picture comes claimed he'd 
pushed the jar where the sun 
doesn't shine in the hope of 
relieving constipation. Once it 
had gone past his sphincter, no 
amount of straining would 
dislodge it. Surprisingly, such 
accidents are not unheard of: 
There’s even a recognized 
medical procedure to dea! with 
them. Doctors are supposed to 
insert quick-setting plaster-of- 
paris rolls into the container, 
stick a thin rod into it, let it set 
and then haul the whole 
thing out. Ouch! 


Next time 
you fo fishing, wear armor—aor 
you could end up like the 
unfortunate Malaysian who was 
killed by a garfish last March. 
The fish, commonly known as 
the “sea’s ballerina” for its 
ability to jump and swim with 
just its tail in the water, has a 
long, pointed jaw edged with 
needle-sharp teeth. 
Investigators speculate that a 
three-foot-long, 41-pound 
garfish flew out of the water 
and stabbed fisherman Hussain 
Mamiat, 52, in the chest. His 
body was found with the 
piscine perpetrator floating 
nearby. Hardly a year goes by 
without a fisher being impaled 
by his catch. And we thought 
fish was good for your heart. 


NUMBSKULL Young monks 
of the Shaolin temple are 
masters of high-kicking kung-fu 
moves, but if they really want 


“No, honestly, 
Ivan, you look 
great.” 


When a medical professional tells you 
to use a rubber on your head, she 
normally works in family planning. But 
not Dr. Natalie Alexeyevna, whose 
prescription for balding men is to fill 
condomlike sacs with a saline solution 
and insert them under the scalp. This 
stretches the skin to Mr. Fantastic 
proportions, so the doc can snip away 
follically challenged bits of the scalp 
and stitch together the hairy parts. For 
12 million rubles (about $2,000), you 
can throw away your rug—but you'll 
have to spend two months looking like 
the Elephant Man's skinhead brother. 





considered one of the ultimate 
tests of physical strength, 
concentration and mental 
discipline. And believe us, it's 
harder than it looks. 


to impress, they stand on their 
heads—without using their 
hands at all. They practice the 
move called Pillar Stuck in the 
Ground at dawn in the 
courtyard of the monastery, 
founded in 495 by the Indian 
monk Ba Tuo. The feat is 


Fiona Jerome is editor of 
Bizarre magazine. 





Zen and the art of break dancing 
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a 22-ounce bottle) from He’Brew beer. The 
slogan for the self-proclaimed King of the 
Brews is “Exile never tasted so good.” 
Shmaltz Brewing (no kidding) began 
hawking the brew in '97 as a hip 
alternative at bar mitzvahs and weddings. 
Of course, this beer’s kosher. And though 
its primary followers are Jews, Shmaltz ts 
seeking converts. One San Francisco 
bar's version of black and tan features 
Guinness on top of He’Brew—and it’s 
called the Sammy Davis Jr. lf that 
doesn't make you a believer, nothing 
will. Shmaltz Brewing: 800-777-9137 
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Here's something for folks who think drinking’s a 
religious experience. It’s called Genesis Ale ($3 for 


Beer Mitzvah 


a 





BABES OF YORE [ii().2 


DAISY DUKE 


She tore up Hazzard County in a jeep named 
Dixie and lit up our TVs in those shorts. 


So you're watching Jenny Jones 
and some skanky trailer-park 
chick gyrates onstage and plops 
down next to momma. They 
immediately rip into each other, 
and you learn that ma’s upset 
because Ray Anne shouldn't be 
wearing those short shorts. 
Then Jenny says, “You mean 
those Daisy Dukes?” Just when 
did our favorite backroad 
brunette from TV's car- 
crashing, CB-squawking show, 
The Dukes of Hazzard, get 
reduced to slang for hot pants? 

Sweet, sexy Daisy Duke— 
the cousin we wished we'd 
kissed. She was a vision ina 
yellow string-bikini top and a 
pair of...Daisy Dukes. With 
those to-cry-for legs and 
flowing chestnut hair, she made 
us a little redder in the necks 
on Fridays. A simple shimmy 
was all it took to prompt 
Hazzard's Sheriff Roscoe P. 
Coltrane to aptly dub her “that 
half-naked female woman.” 

The Dukes of Hazzard 
wasn't Emmy material, but 
America dug its good ol’ boys— 
and more to the point, darlin 
Daisy. The show was in the top 
10 for three years during its 
six-season run (1979-86). 
Like a play-at-home version of 
Smokey and the Bandit and 
the other Southern-fried fun 
fests that made Burt Reynolds 
the highest-paid actor of the 
time, The Dukes pulled in the 
country-kitsch-lovin’ audience 
with high-speed chases, cow- 
pie humor and jiggly shots of 
Daisy's assets. 

she could use those assets 
in more ways than one: She 
hugged the curves as an 





The ultimate air-bag test 





aspiring NASCAR driver in the 
episode “Birds Gotta Fly,” and 
in “Close Call for Daisy” she 
even drove some cannoli lovers 
out of town when she took on 
the mob. A hayseed she may 
have been, but Daisy could 
whup the tar out of Farrah 
Fawcett with one hand tied 
behind her back. 

Catherine Bach, who 
played Daisy, went the way of 
Southern rock after the series, 
only returning as her old self in 
the 1997 TV flick Dukes of 
Hazzard Reunion, 

Where is she now? “I'm 
breast feedin’,” she says, 
nurturing our own fantasies— 
and her second child. But Bach 
hasn't turned her back on 
Hazzard county or her fans. 
CBS is getting ready for another 
trip down memory lane next 
season, and Daisy will be 
waiting there to welcome us. 
“I'm gonna dust off those shorts 
one more time,” she vows. 
“Those network guys are on 
their knees begging us to do 
another one.” Aren't we all? 


Daisy could whup the tar out 
of Farrah with one hand. 


Pholography: (Beer) Todd Huffman. 








“Hey 
ma— 


Which college football team 
will go undefeated? 


Florida State ee | 
Tennessee 4:1 
Penn State 6:1 
Florida os Tee 


The Wizdom Florida State has 
the best team, but why bet a 

dollar to make two? Florida’s 

only losses in "98 came at the 
hands of Tennessee and No.2 
Florida State. Some Gator aid 
could bring a bucket of bucks. 


Who'll win the Heisman 
Trophy? 

Chris Weinke (FSU) ail 
Ron Dayne (Wisconsin) 4:1 


Portable paradise 


2 


a 


| \ . ~-As3 
| r *, 

: ¥/ iS 

Vas 


he 


«Tees! — ; 
Tee Martin (Tennessee) 6:1 
Shaun Alexander (Alabama) 8:1 
The Wizdom A finalist last year, 


Dayne’s back for his senior 
season. Voters love this. 


Who'll win MVP of 
baseball's All-Star Game? 
Ken Griffey Jr. 





(Seattle Mariners) 3:1 
Pedro Martinez 

(Boston Red Sox) 5:1 
Nomar Garciaparra 

(Boston Red Sox) 8:1 


Bernie Williams 


(New York Yankees) 10:1 


The Wizdom Martinez is the 
best pitcher in the game—and 


The Blew Lagoon 


So some guys are rich enough 
to buy their own island, But 
then they're stuck looking at 
the same gorgeous view for 
the rest of their overprivileged 
lives. Softroom, a London- 
based architectural firm, is 
developing an inflatable island 


You can't get quicker sand 
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for the not quite mega-rich. 

The Floating Retreat will 
be stowed in a 25-foot 
carbon-fiber pod, which you 
tow behind your boat like a 
trailer. Just drop anchor, flick 
a switch and nearly a mile of 
reinforced nylon will inflate, 
thanks to a built-in generator. 
Once the island has unfolded, 
the empty pod becomes a 
beach house, complete with 
stereo, bar, furniture, shower 
and bedroom for two. The 
price will be equivalent to the 
cost of a medium-size yacht 
(that’s still six figures). 


the best bet when he plays on 
his home turf. Green Monster 
killer Bernie Williams also 
loves Fenway if you want 
to...gamble. 


Who'll bat .400? 
Tony Gwynn 


(San Diego Padres) 25:1 
Larry Walker 

(Colorado Rockies) 40:1 
Derek Jeter 

(New York Yankees) 60:1 
Frank Thomas 

(Chicago White Sox)  100:1 


The Wizdom It’s been 58 years 
since Ted Williams, so any bet Is 
a long shot. Gwynn's a great 
hitter but no longer a kid; he 
could tire. If you've got money to 
burn, go with Thomas. 


Who'll win the Republican 
nomination for president? 


George W. Bush 7 1:5 
John McCain 10:1 
Dan Quayle 20:1 


Dc 100:1 


The Wizdom Bush the younger 
is way out in front, and his old 
man’s influence will help to 


Just add 


MONEY IN THE BANK» 


The Wizard of Odds 


Baseball's in full swing, college football's ready to kick off and 
America’s poised to pick its next leader. (Odds are good it 
won't be another guy called Bubba.) Our Danny Sheridan 
offers the best Vegas bets and how to beat them. 





Does Gwynn have enough gas? 


extend the dynasty. But this bet 
is even duller than the ex-prez 
himself. Vote McCain: Everyone 
loves a war hero. The Doles 
have lost too many elections 
and erections. 


Who'll win the Democratic 
nomination for president? 

Al Gore 1:4 
Bill Bradley 8:1 
Dick Gephardt 100:1 


The Wizdom Some call Gore a 
shoo-in, even if his boss is doing 
everything—and everyone— 
possible to bury his chances. 
But go with Bradley off the 
bench: The ex-Knick always had 
a good outside shot. 











The plastic atoll has 
reinforced sides, but the 
artificial beach lining is softer 
where it slopes toward the 
lagoon in the middle. You can 
rest assured that stabilizers, 


anchors and a keel will keep 


your island sunny-side up— 


unless a great white takes a 
bite. For more info, call 
Softroom: 011-44-171-437- 
1550; www.softroom,com. 


Hot Stuff 


WHO’S THE MAN? 


Those who can, compete; 

| those who can't, 
commentate. Right? Well, 

just to be sure, we pitted 
three TV sports anchors 
| (two mostly real, one 
mostly fake) in a 

| head-to-head-to-head 
| battle to determine, once 
| and for all, who got game. 
| Film at eleven. 




















italy Eisen Keith Olbermann 


| Anchor, ESPN's SportsCenter Anchor, Fox Sports 










Plays sports anchor Casey McCall on 
the ABC comedy Sports Night 


| OR Celeb as in summer camp | got punched Only emotional ones. | once crashed into a picnic 


THiitheerterae =i the mouth, and my braces (0 points) table while diving for a pop fly 
went straight through my lower and gashed my forehead. It 
| lip. | got three stitches, But didn't hurt, but | started 
actually...they're from a...bar screaming when | saw the 


fight. Yeah, that's it! (2 points) blood. (1 point) 







Closest brush with Wheoeeen eee teal Nothing. | wasted my youth in In school | joined in a | 
| the law? PAVE liclecenii a uCiels sobriety and propriety. (0) Greenpeace demonstration in | 
| without a pass. When some | New York City, but I bailed 

beefy hall monitor hung up the because | had to go to class. 

phone on me, | threw a TV set | wouldn't go to jail for the 

across the room. (1) whales. (0) 









(Siar cesy Un iegi a =6Can | have death by foreplay? Facing a firing squad of Hanging, because it’s so brutal. 
) a MC m omar Boggy if not, then lethal injection, (1) modern-day baseball pitchers. if someone's going to kill me, | 

| executed? Waiting for them to hit a target I'm going make him look me in 
| would at least give me time to the eye and watch me swing 


read one last good book. (3) from that rope. No hood. (3) 










What would your last Pizza—but just the cheese. The proverbial cake with a file American all the way: a big, 
| meal be? 1 POJGI Reus Chul deg eur) in it. (2) gooey cheeseburger, fries and a 

that double cheese. (1) | chocolate shake. Or maybe 
| Mexican. (1) 


Ever stalked or killed a Do fish count? Wild trout are Well, there were a couple of | used to burn ants under a | 
wild animal? huge, and they cou/d snap at women in New York City... (1) magnifying glass. (3) 
you. (1) 
What's your best pick-up (eee Miele hur I've always wanted to say: Hey, | can't be giving that 
line that worked? (RWStuueP elu eel ste “Ever considered getting into kinda stuff out. (0) | 
about you and me go upstairs TV?" or “Ever consider letting | | 
and check out some TV get into you?” But | 
microfiche?” Two laughed; the wouldn't be able to keep a 
others just stared. (0) straight face. (2) | | 


iClia@ iar teticas Never. Not even as the hair of I'm not a beer guy, but Merlot's —‘!n college | used to have beer | 
the dog. (0) great with Cap'n Crunch. (3) over Wheaties. (3) 









pizza on the floor and (Cou mail for five days, | paid $8,900 a year. Pizza on to do that? (3) 
still eaten it? (ece in Michigan, so my friends | the floor was a highlight | 
mailed me some authentic compared with some of the 
| New York pizza. | nuked it. (3) | leftovers | had back then. (2) 


Ever dropped a piece of | once ate a piece of pizza that My first job in sportscasting You mean you're not supposed | 


At the buzzer Nine paltry points, Library Thirteen points. A last-second Fourteen big ones equal a huge | 
party? That's when we closed loss for the video veteran upset for the microphoney, The 
the book on Rich. whose classy breakfast kid's got style, if not substance. | 
couldn't carry him to the hole. 





Hot Stuff was brought to you by: Cindi Cock, Matt Coppa, Grant Dawis, Judy Dutton, Carl Lindemann, Caramel] Quin, Danny Sheridan, Amy Spencer, Joan Tarshis, Bret Watson. 
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Hot Stuff 


| Hobs det USL AES A Y Reviewed by Scott Barwick 





75 million 

Hollywood 

dollars to 

construct, 

In The 
Haunting, a remake of the 1963 
spooky-shack flick, “the house ts 
the star," says Catherine Zeta- 

| Jones. Difficult to believe, since 
she's playing a lesbian medium, 
but the film's set does make the 
Amityville pad look like 

Barbie's Malibu Beach 


“From now on, Motel 6!" 





House. Still, if you're a do- 
it-yourselfer, here's what 
you'll need to build the 
house of your nightmares, 





A BEDROOM WHERE 
CHILDREN WERE 
| HORRIBLY MURDERED 


(The Shining) Not big 

children. Little ones. And not | 

murdered nicely, Horribly, A 

house 1s not a home without 

tiny twin ghosts in matching 
babydoll dresses. 


WALLED-UP CORPSES | 
(Tales of Terror) It's a real 
iebreaker at parties when 

they start moaning and 


| tapping at the brickwork. So 
| popular at the Usher home, | 
| they brought the house down, | 


. 
if 


e 





GHOSTS IN THE TUBE 
(Poltergeist) Nothing unusual 
there, you'd say. Depends if 
they keep trying lo lure your 
kids to the other side by 
Sticking thew pasty arms 
through the screen. 


40 sturi 


Some houses are born bad. 
Some need 400 
carpenters, 25 
painters and 


BUILD ON AN ANCIENT 


| Beg 4 


INDIAN BURIAL GROUND 
(Poltergeist) Essential. Every 
home needs a proper | 
foundation, and your dead 
pool parties will be the talk of 
the town. Have all your 
fnends come by for a fame ot 
Dead by Dawn—sure enough, 
they will be. 


REAPPEARING TOYS 
(The Changeling) 

Ghosts’ toys keep getting 
underfoot long after you've 
thrown them uf. 


DANGEROUS ELECTRICAL 
WIRING (Pulse) |t's not 
enough for a place to be badly 
wired. Ideally, same kind of 
malevolent pulse should be | 
flowing through the circuits, 
prompting your toaster to try 

to bite your head off. 


FOUR MEDDLING KIDS AND 
A TALKING DOG 
(Scooby Doo) Five ghouls, | 
assorted skeletons, 
% monsters and a 
> mummy will 
follow in na 
time...though, 

in the end, Whey 
may all turn out | 
to be your 


— 






% Unele Eddie in 


— - 4 
a | 4 a tnght wig 


A SPOOKY ATTIC 

(House or House 2) Very 
important, Is it light, airy and 
pleasant? Or shadowy, 
claustrophobic and full of 
sinister dolls, whisperne 
voices, Stuffed old ladies and 
pickled heads in jars? 





DECORATIVE PLASMA 
(The Amityville Horror) 

| Hot and cold running blood in 
the bathroom faucets, sweaty 
Walls and, of course, a 
cascade of corpuscles down 
the Slairway are a must to 

| attract deadbeat ténants. 





SWARMING INSECTS 

(The Amityville Horror) If it's 
not the plague, it's something 
else. Put away the fly swatter 


and you won't have lo buy 
those blackout curtains 


















GOING RENTAL 


Draw a bead on the best new 
movies in store. 


Lock, Stock and Two 
Smoking Barrels 
Nick Moran, Sting 
Dir: Guy Ritchie 
Imagine Rounders set in tough 
London gangland with Quentin 
Tarantino directing. “Hit me” takes 
on a whole new meaning. Two 
smoking thumbs up. 








Payhack 
Mel Gibson, Gregg Henry 
Dir: Brian Helgeland 


Double-crossed bag man Mel does 
vengeance with a vengeance. But 

if you really want satisfaction, rent 
the original: Point Blank, with the 
late, great Lee Marvin. 


Nicolas Cage, Joaquin Phoenix 
Dir: Joel Schumacher 


Surveillance specialist Cage tries 
to sniff out a snuff-film king. 
Tempt your lady to watch it with 
the carrot of Joaquin Phoenix. 


Analyze This 


Robert De Niro, Billy Crystal 
Dir: Harold Ramis 


De Niro’s a gangster with issues: 
“Slap a pair of tits on me, and I'm 
a woman.” Crystal's a shrink who 
can't cancel his appointments and 
gets sucked into mob life, Funny, 
funny, funny. 


Gary Fe 


Must atic: 


THE MOVIE 
AMERICAN PIE 


(Liniversal) 
Release: July 9 



















LAKE PLACID 
(20th Century Fox) 


: 4 Release: July 16 


DEEP BLUE SEA 


(Warner Bros.) 
Release: July 30 


THE FIGHT CLUB 
(20th Century Fox) 
Release: July 30 


MYSTERY MEN 
(Universal) 
Release: August 6 


| DETROIT ROCK CITY 
(New Line) 
Release: August 13 


THE 13TH WARRIOR 


(Touchstone) 
Release: August 13 


a it 
TINGLE 


(Miramax) 


Release: August 20 












Edward ae rlong, 





THE STARS 


Thomas lan 
Nichols, Tara Reid, 
Eugene Levy, 
Shannen Elizabeth 
Dir: Paul Weitz 


Bill Pullman, 
Bridget Fonda, 
Mariska Hargitay, 
Meredith Salenger 


Dir: Steve Miner 





Samuel L. Jackson, 
Saffron Burrows, 
LL Cool J 


Dir: Renny Harlin 


Brad Pitt, Edward 
Norton, Helena 
Bonham Carter, 
Meat Loaf 


Dir: David Fincher 


Ben Stiller, William 
H. Macy, Geoffrey 
Rush, Greg 
Kinnear, Paul 
Reubens 

Dir: Kinka Usher 


Natasha Lyonne, 
KISS 


Dir: Adam Rifkin 





Antonio Banderas, 
Omar Sharif 

Dir: John 
McTiernan 


Katie Holmes, 
Helen Mirren, 
Molly Ringwald, 
Vivica A. Fox 
Dir: Kevin 


| Williamson 









THE PITCH 





Four horny teenage boys find 
it's harder than they thought to 
say bye-bye to their virginity 
before the senior prom. 


A gruesome death leads NYC 
paleontologist Fonda (check 
out fer bones) to a lake in 
Maine, where she helps the 


locals stalk and kill a hungry, 
35-foot crocodile. 





When an experiment goes 
awry, Jackson leads a group of 
scientists who are in over their 
heads fighting genetically 
altered, superintelligent, 
overgrown sharks. 


A bunch of yuppies bereft of 


testes feel the need to beat 


| each other senseless—so Pitt 


and Norton set up an 
underground boxing club and 
charge ‘em for the privilege. 
When Carter comes between 
them, they go at each other. 





The cult comic book about a 
wanna-be Justice League 
comes to the big screen, as the 
Shoveler (Macy), Mr. Furious 
(Stiller), Captain Amazing 
(Kinnear) and other not-so- 
super heroes battle Casanova 
Frankenstein (Rush). 


It's 1978, and four coming-of- 
age fans wanna rock'n'roll all 
night, so they embark on a 


party-all-night pilgrimage. Their | 


grail: free tix to see Paul, Ace, 
Peter and Gene in all their 
greasepaint Love Gun glory. 





Jurassic Park's Michael 
Crichton does Beowulf, as 
Banderas plays an Arab 
emissary kidnapped by Vikings 
who fight, wench and hunt 
flesh-eating monsters. 


When a teacher keeps 


| valedictorian hopeful Holmes 


from making the grade, she 
gets a more immediate and 
darkly comedic revenge than 
seeing her student eventually 
get a high-paying job. 











Hot Stuff 


THE INSIDE STUFF 


Porky's: The Next | 
Generation, boldly going 
where no teen flick has | 
fone before. Thanks to a 
sex scene with an apple 

ple, the film was recut 

four times to squeak by | 
with an R, 


Jaws meets Northern 
Exposure. The combo of 
Halloween H20's Miner 





and screenwriter David E. 
Kelley (Ally McBeal) is 


| summer's most Linlikely 
| case of synchronized 
swimming. | 


Jaws meets Frankenstein. 
With this and Lake Placid, 
oversize creatures are 

back on the menu. But 

with Jackson on hand | 
(and a pinch of Saffron), 
this is the fish to catch. 


A TKO. The only way this 
could get better is if Pitt 
got pulped. BAM. That's 
for snagging Jennifer | 


Aniston, BAM. That's for 
Meet Joe Black, 


Usher's first effort since 
directing Taco Bell ads. 
Pee-Wee Herman as a guy 
whose farts make him 

leap tall buildings at a 
single bound is enough to 
pet us there faster than a 
speeding Gordita, 


Hotter than hell. This ain't 
no Spice World. \t's more § 
like Dazed and Confused | 
with a metal edge. 





biggest lasted a year and 

a half between McTiernan 
and Crichton over the final 
cut. If you're hot for Viking | 
action, get season tickets 

in Minnesota. 


Battles galore, but the 


| Probably another Scream 


for Williamson. But, come 
on, Kevin, we know what 
you did last summer: 
watched Heathers. 


Hot Stuff, 





Denise Richards turned heads when she 
lost to Kelly Bundy as a backstabbing 
beauty contestant on Married...with 
Children. She'll right that horrific wrong 
when she gets back in the brutal game 
of stage moms and catfights in Drop 
Dead Gorgeous. |n this flesh fest, she 
poes pump-to-pump with Kirsten Dunst 
to decide who's the true teen queen of 
their small town. Based on what we've 
seen, Denise has our vote. She scored 
big in the talent category when she 
stamped the big bugs in Starship 
Troopers. Then she sealed the win in 
the bathing-suit category with a jaw- 
dropping performance with Neve 
Campbell in last summer's Wild Things. 
This November, the 27-year-old 
bombshell gets back to high-caliber eye 
scratching as a nuclear scientist named 
Christmas Jones in the latest Bond film, 
The World Is Not Enough. A sample? 
“Cammander Bond, you are dangerous, 
unpredictable and a hothead. But then 
again, explosives are my specialty.” We 
can't wait to open this present. 

‘Drop Dead Gorgeous’ opens this month. 








| i Wines Reviewed by Kirk Miller 
















THE RAMONES 


Hey! Ho! Let’s Go!: The Ramones Anthology (Riino) ***** 
The Ramones weren't great musicians, heartthrobs or chart 
busters, but—pabba, gabba, hey!—they rocked. No other bana 
could have ridden three chords, one-dimensional vocals and a 
single Three Stooges haircut for three decades. Only the original 
New York punks had the chutzpah to come up with titles like “I 
Wanna Be Sedated” and “Beat on the Brat (with a Baseball 
Bat).” If you were too young or just too effete to have caught 
the boys’ golden years, this boxed set offers 58 cuts of pinhead 
pop while we offer a few insights on rock’s Bowery Boys. 

@ The gonzo “Hey! Ho! Let's go!” chants in songs like 
"Blitzkrieg Bop” were partly inspired by (brace yourself) the Bay 
City Rollers. “Their song ‘Saturday Night’ had a great chant in 
it," says Joey. “‘Blitzkreig Bop’ was our ‘Saturday Nieht.’" 

@ Joey's inspiration for “| Wanna Be Sedated” came after a 
humidifier blew up in his face before a concert. Only after the 
show ended was he rushed to a burn center...and sedated. 


@ Guitarist Johnny made the group rename its political anthem 
“Bonzo Goes to Bitburg” as “My Brain Is Hanging Upside 
Down” because the title dissed his hero, 
President Reagan. 

B When a British tabloid accused the band 
of glue sniffing, Dee Dee responded, “It’s a 
good thing we split from those assholes 
200 years ago. | hope they really don’t think 
we sniff glue. | quit when | was eight.” 





AA sturt 








KOOL KEITH Black Elvis/Lost in Space (Ruffhouse) k**** 
Vegas Elvis was Fat Elvis, but the self-proclaimed Black Elvis, 
Kool Keith, is Phat Elvis. Using a sparse drumbeat, an occasional 
piano tinkle and a bass riff as his backdrop, the ex—Ultramagnetic 
McC and sometime Prodigy collaborator creates his own bizarro 
world, filled with images of evil record companies, flying saucers 
and, inexplicably, ex-Jets lineman Joe Klecko. Paranoid conspiracy 
theories have never sounded so def. 


MR. BUNGLE California (Warner Bros.) **** 

| a All you Brian Setzer fans trumpeting 
the return of “musicianship” can keep 
your zoot suits in the closet with your 
old 45s. For real musical acrobatics, 
try Mr. Bungle, a group that 
seamlessly mixes big band, jazz 
fusion, doo-wop, sunny SoCal pop, 
Duane Eddy-style guitar and avant- 
parde noise rock without resorting to 
the Chuck Berry look, 


LYLE LOVETT AND HIS LARGE BAND Live in Texas 

(Curb/MCA) * ee * 

Lovett is the king of cool: Who else could sing the Pretty Woman 
into his crib despite having a head like an Easter (sland statue? 
An 18-piece backup band effortlessly mixes piano boogie, funk 
and country balladry with Lovett's quirky tunes, which make even 
the bitchinest babes swoon. 


MINISTRY Dark Side of the Spoon 
(Warner Bros.) ak te 

Since Marilyn Manson swiped their 
sound, Ministry updated their Gothic 
noise with,..saxophones. Armed with 
an actual melody, they re-create the 
joy of colostomy bags and senility in 
“Nursing Home.” Don't give these guys 
trumpets, Think of the children. 






ITE WHALE 
\ MOBY pay v2) «xxx 


This is the best Southern 
gospel-R&B album in recent 
memory, and it was made by a 
suburban white guy. How'd that 
happen? The versatile 33-year- 
old producer uses his own vocals 
and beats in a mixture of gospel 
and boogie lifted from Southern 
blues. No stranger to musical accolades, he has remade 
the classic Bond theme for Tomorrow Never Dies, turned 
down producing the next Guns N' Roses record and worked 
with everyone from Bowie to Johnny Rotten—all in the last 
two years. But his lifestyle lacks soul. “I’m a snob from 
Connecticut,” he admits. “If someone said, ‘Puffy’s having 
a party at Moomba and Leo's going to be there,’ |'d rather 
stay home and watch Futurama.” Wouldn't we all? 













PORN TO BE WILD 






























Are the same old sounds 
keepin’ you down when you're 
watching a skin flick and 
desperately want to rise to the 
occasion? If a bow-bow-chikka- 
bow bass line is starting to 
sound like a scratched record in 
your personal soundtrack, then 
the new touch of Suck It and 
See (Palm Pictures/Islandlife) 
will rock your world. Instead of 
cheesy '/Os funk, Suck /f 
producer-DJ Howie B. layers 
sexual squeals and porn 
dialogue over a jazzy, electronic 
score. If you want to see where 
we're coming from, there's a companion DVD that uses songs 
from the album as background for artsy porn involving 
threesomes, voyeurs and repeated shots of airplanes taking off 
(the word subtle need not be applied). 

@ If you like your porn stars to put out more than just Oscar- 
worthy bumping and grinding, Porn to Rock assembles classic 
“actors” (Madison, Ginger Lynn, Johnny Toxic) to sing their 
original...music. Where else could you hear Nina Whett's “Drink 
Beer and Fuck"? Slip this into your girlfriend's CD player and 
prepare for either a hot night or a right hook. 


Rockbitch gives it up for their audience show after show. 


“When did 
you last 


Founding members of a French sex commune, Rockbitch (six 
hard-rockin' girls and one guy) have turned on European fans 
and enraged law enforcement. Living up to their credo “Liber 
Cunnilingus,” they throw a Golden Condom into the audience 
during each concert. The lucky boy (or girl) who catches it gets 
to go backstage and do a duet with Bitch babe Luci the Slut. 
Unfortunately, not everyone is hot on the idea. “The Brit police 
have screwed us (not, um, literally),” the group announced after 
English authorities banned their spring shows. Undeterred, 
Rockbitch upped the stakes by introducing a Platinum Condom 


Award, where one really lucky fan gets to sample an entire night 
with three band members. It gives a whole new meaning to the 
concept of “giving something back to the fans.” 


AB sTUFF 


AND THE REST... 
THE 


FLAMING 
LIPS 


The Soft 


Bulletin 
(Warner Bros.) 


REVEILLE 
Laced 


(Elektra) 
kx 





RAHZEL 

The Fifth 
Element: Make 
the Music 
2000 


(MCA) k¥*k* 


The Katies 
(Elektra) 
kk* 


CIBO 
MATTO 


Stereotype A 


(Warner Bros.) 
kek 


VERTICAL 
HORIZON 


Everything You — 


Want 
(RCA) &*& 





JENNIFER 
LOPEZ 
On the 6 


(Sony/Work 
Group) ** 


ORBITAL 
The Middle of 
Nowhere 


(FFrr) * 


| than Couric. 


Naughty novelty group ("She 
Don't Use Jelly"?) strives for | 
serious pop masterpiece. 
Imagine the Backstreet Boys 
do the Beatles. 

Feedback: Revolutionary...if 

this were 1969, Ready-made | 
classic rock. 


Rage Against the Machine in 
a bad mood. Typical lyric: 

“| can’t wait till | can watch 
you drown!” 


Feedback: Not the wake-up 
call to America they're 
aiming for, but some good 
I'm-feeling-pissed-off pop. 





Rahzel is a human beat box. 
All the old-school noises 
come from his impressively 
unsettled stomach. 
Feedback: If you could do 
what he does with his 
mouth, your girlfriend would 
never complain again. 


Don't let the girlie name fool 
you—this rockin’ Tennessee 

| trio of guys adds twang to 

| old Cheap Trick power pop. 


Feedback: Young, fresh and 
has attitude. As Katies go, 
these fellas are more Holmes § 






Kickin’ Asian babes who tart 
up sugar-sweet pop with 

guitar metal and Parliament- 
like funk. 

Feedback: Nice girls with an 
edge—and buddies with the 
Beastie Boys. Where can we 
meet women like this? 


R.E.M. without the whole 
vision thing. 


| Feedback: Catchy, faceless 
| and corporate. Good to hum 


along to in the record store 
while you're buying the latest 
Chemical Brothers album. 


With a little help from Puff 


Daddy, the Se/ena actress 
makes competent, if 

unoriginal, R&B, | 
Feedback: If we wanted a | 
booty-shakin’ Jennifer, we'd | 
rent Out of Sight—it has a 
much better soundtrack. | 


Lollapalooza '97 headliners 
create “futuristic” electronica, 
Feedback: The Pong game 
on an old Atari has more 
melody. Turn off the 
computers and get some 
fresh air, boys. 





ram | 


| "I'm a thespian. | gave up 


fighting, but some guys want to 
| force me to make a comeback.” 
Chuck Zito has been called 


out more times than Mario 


i — 


Michael a 


| ie Jordan's 


talent 









Craig 
Kilborn’s. 
mouth 


\\ Stockton’s 
reliability 


Wolfman's 
animal 
magnetism 
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Reviewed by Ron Kelly 





Mendoza since he KO'd Jean- 


Bart's 
criminal 
record 


ia 


Bill 
Clinton's 
judgment 
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Claude Van Damme last year at 
a strip club. Now, as the third 
season of HBO's O7 begins, 

Zito’s happy to be back on the 


inside. “My character, Chucky 
Pancamo, gets huge this year,” 
he says. “They bring boxing 
into the prison, and I’m the 
main boxer for the Italians." 

The onetime Hell's Angel 
learned to crack heads from 
his father, a former pro 
middleweight, and carried on 
the family tradition as a 
bodyguard for pantywaists 
including Mickey Rourke and 
Sean Penn. Now, he has plans 
to tag-team with Hulk Hogan in 
the WCW/nWo. But it was only 
when he bitch-slapped Van 
Damme—atter hearing the 
Muscles from Brussels say Zito 
had no heart—that he punched 
up his well-deserved rep as the 
toughest guy in show Biz. 

“The next day it was on the 
front page of the New York 
Post. | got calls from all over 
the world,” Zito recalls. “| 
wasn't brageing—l| was worred 
about getting arrested. I'd never 
been on a show and thought | 
was gonna get fired before | 
started. So | walked in and 
[creator-producer] Tom Fontana 
says, ‘| read the paper,’ and | 
thought, Here it comes. Then 
he goes, ‘Couldn't you have hit 
him after the show aired?"” 


BOOF YOUR 





BANGER, DADDY 


New to Oz? Here's 
Chuck Zito’s guide to 
slammer slang. 


Banger A knife, not the 
guy you should stay away 
from (see “daddy”) 

Bitch up Cry for mama 
Boof Weapons hidden in 
your ass 

Buck Rogers time A 
parole date a long, long 
way into the future 
Catcher The guy on the 
receiving end—get it? 
Daddy A tough guy who'll 
protect your ass if he can 
also use it (aka pitcher) 
Donkey dick Lunch meat 
Fence parole Hopping the 
barbed wire 

Getting a doctorate in 
applied chemistry Taking 
a lethal booster shot 
Pecker palace Place to 
meet your lady for 
conjugals (aka boneyard) 
Prag Bitch boy on the 
cell block 

Riding leg Kissing a 
puard’s ass for a favor 
Sweetie-gold Little 
Debbies anted up ina 
tough game of poker 


Be P Showtime Ss new series The Hoop Life gives you front-row seats to the 
| fefsorialities on a “fictional” aishetball team. But our scorecard shows that these guys are frighteningly familiar. 


Bill 
Buxton 
(Mykelti 
1 William- 
som): A 
witty, 
superstar puard 
whose shady side 
gets him into trouble 
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THE SHOW 


WEIRD AL 
YANKOVIC: 
BEHIND THE 
MUSIC 


VHI, premieres 
July 4 


DEAD MAN'S 
CURVE 


USA, premieres 
July 14 


starring: Keri Russell, 
Matthew Lillard, 
Michael Vartan 


GivsE 

USA, series 
premieres July 18 
starring: Clayton 
Rohner, Richard 
Brooks, narrated by 
Deacon Jones 


THE ORIGINAL 
TOUGHMAN 
CONTEST 

FX, series premieres 
July 23 


») WOODSTOCK'SS 
PPV. airs live 
July 23-25 


 BONANNO: A 
GODFATHER'S 
| STORY 


Showtime, premieres 
July 25-26 

Starring: Edward 
James Olmos 


LENNY BRUCE: 
SWEAR TO TELL 
THE TRUTH 


HBO, premieres 
August 9 

Starring: Narrated by 
Robert De Niro 


LEGIONNAIRE 
USA, premieres 
Aupust 10 


| 
Starring: Jean Claude 


Van Damme 





THE PITCH 





Weird, yes, but also coal. You've 


doctor a self-important, moronic 
Madonna video into “Like a 
Surgeon.” 


gotta admire a guy who could 


(Sorry, we had to.) 


Inside Stuff: Watch it or “Eat It.” 


score straight A’s the easy way— 
by icing their roommate and 
making it look like a suicide. | 
Inside Stuff: Killer idea, killer 
script, and a chance to study 
Felicity’s new naughty subtext. | 


PA couple of college puys try to. | 





God hires two dead guys to patrol 


To either save Hollywood scum 
from themselves...or blast ‘em 
Straight to hell. | 
Inside Stuff: Couldn't the Big Guy 
have just gotten O.J. to pick up 
where he left off? 


the City of Angels. Their mission? 


Two fat guys in a ring knock the 
snot out of each other to win 

bags of cash. Anything goes in 
these three-round, Jerry 
Springer—-like bouts. 

Inside Stuff; Serious ass-kickin’ ff 
fun. Not even Tyson would want 

a piece of this. | 


Generation Next may not know 
know the Who from the 
Teletubbies, but this ain't for old- 
timers—Fatboy Slim, the 
Chemical Brothers, Jamiroquai 
and a busload more take the 
Stage for 66 hours straight. 


Inside Stuff: Hey, old hippie: Boo! 





I This is an offer you can't refuse— 


six hours of violent, dysfunctional 
family fun, based on interviews 
with 94-year-old Joe Bananas. 


Inside Stuff: Showtime's grabbing | 
a piece of HBO's action (can 
anyone say The Sopranos?), but 
you gotta problem with that? 





bad-mouthed social satirist. You 
want attitude? Lenny sweated it 
from his eyeballs. | 
Inside Stuff: He knew guys (“You 
can have a head-on collision, and 


The low life and fast times of the 


on the way to the hospital, a guy 
will make a play for the nurse”). 


A sensitive soldier (Van Damme) 


| and some B-movie badasses kick 


rug-rider ass in 1920s Morocco. 
Inside Stuff: Van Damme ina 
period piece? Picture Titanic 
with Sly and Arnold instead of 
Leo and Kate, 
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Hot Stuff 





Reads Reviewed by Kirby Toepel 





DO YOU NEED HELP? | 





From beer to beards, a bunch of new insiruction 
manuals are trying to tell us something. 


THE JUNK FOOD 
COMPANION (Plume) 


| By Eric Spitznagel ***** 


A fascinating fact-filled guide 
for those of us who believe the 









THE four food 
JUNK FOQD groups are 
COMPANION_ beer, pizza, 

| nachos and 
{ &» two-all-beef- 
| f patties- 


special-sauce- 

lettuce- 

cheese- 

a) BS pickles- 
onions-on-a-sesame-seed-bun. 
Some tidbits: The Chinese 
translation for Coca-Cola is 
"Bite the wax, Tadpole”....In 
1988, an escaped mental 

| patient from Dallas held police 

at bay for 40 minutes using 


the CUMPLITE GLTOE tao) 


EATING BADLY 


only two pieces of beef 
jerky....In a 1963 speech at 
the Berlin Wall, President 
Kennedy proudly announced, 
“Ich bin ein Berliner,” which 

| roughly translates as “lama 

| jelly doughnut." Once you start 
reading, you can't stop. 


BEATING THE CASINOS AT 
THEIR OWN GAME 
(Avery Publishing Group) 
By Peter Svoboda *#*** 
“SAE You've got to 
use every 
resource 
available to 
improve your 
_ | odds in craps, 
=) roulette, 
=) Caribbean 
stud, 
blackjack— 
| and in getting enough free 
drinks before the only chips 
you've got left are Lays. 


A CLOSER SHAVE: MAN'S 
DAILY SEARCH FOR 
PERFECTION (Artisan) 
| By Wallace G. Pinfold **%** 
Foam or gel? Straightedge or 
| disposable? A catalog of 
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famous beards and their 
owners. In fact, everything you 
could possibly imagine about 
facial furniture is incapsulated 
in this hirsute encyclopedia. 
For instance, did you know 
that Superman's facial hair is 
indestructible but that he can 
cut it “when it's absolutely 
necessary by subjecting it to 
the concentrated power of his 
X-ray visian”? And if he forgets 
to shave, Lois Lane's thighs 
look like hell. | 


THE TAO OF BREW: MAKING 
BEER WITH SIMPLICITY, 
HUMILITY, THRIFT AND 
HARMONY (Srewers 
Publications) 

By Amahl Turczyn *** 

lf a beer Is poured in the 
woods and there's no one 
there to drink it, does it still 
taste good? It will if you follow 
this enlightening guide to 
achieving harmony through 
hops and home brewing. 
Become one—a cold one— 
with the universe. 


THEBOOK OFTHEPENIS = 


(Grove Press) 
By Maggie Paley ** 

It's good to have a manual 

handy should a guest need to 
know how to handle matters | 
when something comes up. 

This tome is full of trivia, sucn 

as: “In medieval Syria, young 
Christian men sliced off their | 
own genitals during religious 
orgies, then ran through the 
streets with their organs in 
their hands until they selected 
a house to © <tr 
fling them 
into.” (Today, 
we have 
Lorena 
Bobbitt.) At 
244 pages, it’s 
a thorough 
read—not that 
size matters. 












“Do | know 
you?” 


is pent \ 


BOOK OF THE MONTH 


STUPID MOVIE LINES: fox 
THE 776 DUMBEST THINGS EVER UTTERED 
ON THE SILVER SCREEN 


By Ross and Kathryn Petras (Villard) *¥**** 





From the folks who brought us The 776 
Nastiest Things Ever Said and The 1/76 
Stupidest Things Ever Done comes this 
compendium of film flubs, arranged in 
categories such as The Stupidest Cool 
Lines (“You know what | want to be? 
Nothing, you dig? If you can't dig 
nothing, you can't dig anything. Dig?" 
John Phillip Law in 1968's Skidoo) and 
When Bad Lines Happen to Good Actors ("I never would have 
dreamed it would turn out to be the bees! They've always been 
our friends!” Michael Caine a tad naively in 1978's The 
Swarm). It's perfect on-the-john entertainment but is ultimately 
a one-trick pony—it just so happens that it’s a good trick. 


es ——---— | 
MITE Disreba ey Things | 
et Utiepeg 
OF the Boa Savwns 


@ Leonardo DiCaprio, as some big boat strikes something or 
other, in Titanic: “This is bad.” 

Actually, “this” is pretty damn good, since it means the end of 
this movie...and Leo,.,.and that diabolical song.... 


@ John Travolta to Lily Tomlin in Moment by Moment: “l've 
had it with cheap sex. It leaves me feeling cheap.” 
Hey, John—didn't doing Staying Alive make you feel cheaper? 


@ Gina Gershon and Elizabeth Berkley in Showgirls: 
Cristal (Gershon): “I like nice tits,” 

Nomi (Berkley): “I like having nice tits.” 

Who doesn't? 


@ Mickey Rourke and Don Johnson (both say it) in Harley 
Davidson & the Marlboro Man: “It's better to be dead and 
cool than alive and uncool.” 

So why are you both still breathing? 


@ Theresa Russell as the sex-starved daughter of a wacky rich 
man in Eureka: “| don't want your gold. | want flesh. | want to 
touch human flesh. | want to kiss it. | want to suck it!” 


Theresa, you can visit us here at Stuff, 1040 Avenue of the 
Americas, 15th Floor, New York City. 


Reviewed by Lou Kesten 


GEX 3: DEEP COVER GECKO Eidos $40 
(PlayStation) *** 

Granted, no one with an IQ over six goes 
into a platform game expecting a logical 
plot, but Gex 3 has a doozy. Agent Xtra 
(played by pneumatic Baywatch babe 
Marliece Andrada) has been kidnapped, and 
it's up to the wisecracking lizard to save her. 
What Gex has in mind once he finds her is 
never revealed...but this supersuave reptile 
does have a really, really long tongue. Gex's 
odyssey covers an eclectic mix of levels, 








ranging from ancient Egypt to the surreal 
Anime Channel world, where our boy goes 
toe-to-tail with rogue robots and Safar 
Moon look-alikes. This sequel gives ol’ Gex 
some nifty new powers, like the ability to 
shrink to atomic size, But the vertigo- 
inducing camera angles, which often make 
it hard to see where you're going, jack up 
the challenge a little too high. 


SUPER SMASH BROS. Nintendo $50 
(Nintendo 64) kk 

Wanna pop a Pokemon in the face? Wanna 
see Donkey Kong tear apart 16 Kirbys? Of 
course you do! Super Smash Bros. gives 
you the chance to pit Nintendo's most 
beloved characters against each other, and 
it's a blast. You can work your way through 
the one-player mode in fast and furious 
style, but the game really kicks as a four- 
player contest, played every-man-for-himself 
or two-on-two. With its assorted characters, 
settings and power-ups, SS8 never gets old. 








Hot Stuff 


NEED FOR SPEED: HIGH STAKES 
Electronic Arts $40 
(PlayStation) ****? 


BEETLE ADWENTURE RACING 
Electronic Arts $50 

(Nintendo 64) 3 

Armchair speed freaks—prepare for the 
rides of your lives. In the latest Need, 
you race to win cash to buy better 
wheels, going from a bitchin’ Camaro to 
a Porsche 911. The wackier Beet/e puts 
you in Volkswagen's cuddly new Bug, on 
six courses with jaw-dropping backdrops, 
Both take four-wheeled action to 11. 
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All the knowledge you need in a nutshell 
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How fo... 


When an air raid won't budge the 
buggers, call in the troops and... 





DRAFT EVERYONE. And we mean 
every man, woman and household pet 
over the age of 18. While recruiting up 
the wazoo may seem unnecessary, it will 
save lives on the battlefront. “Calling in 
only as many troops as you need—the 
flexible response method—didn't work in. 
Vietnam,” says Edward Turzanski, a 
former foreign affairs analyst. Troops will 
fight if the sides appear to be even. But 
skew the us-versus-them ratio to ten to 
one, and most opponents won't even put 
up a-fight. “That's why Vietnam vet Colin 
Powell maintained a policy of using 
overwhelming force [during the Gulf 
War],” says Turzanski. “It decreased the 
possibility of combat and casualties.” 


ATTACK WHEN THEY LEAST WANT 
TO FIGHT. The best day to kick 
Milosevic's butt? His birthday, since no 
one wants to work overtime the day he 
planned to get trashed on vodka 'n 
latkes. The Arabs have historically gained 
the upper hand by attacking the Israelis 
on Yom Kippur and other high holy days 
(which weren't so holy to the Arabs). 


GET THE LAY OF THE LAND. 
“Deserts lend themselves to heavy, high- 
tech artillery, which is one reason why 
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the U.S. won against Iraq during Desert 
Storm,” says military historian Edward 
Sheehy. “But mountainous terrain favors 
mobility and close, one-on-one combat, 
which is why the U.S, should think twice 
about implementing the same tactics ina 
place like Kosovo.” Sheehy suggests 
sending in the 82nd division (which 
arrives via parachute) or the 101st 
division (helicopter) and the 10th 
mountain division (foot). These elite 
squadrons arrive at a moment's notice 
and aren't afraid to go mano a mano 
with the enemy. “In confined quarters on 
a mountain, the-best strategy is seek- 
and-find,” says Turzanski. 


DEVELOP AN IRON STOMACH. 
Although American troops never lost a 
battle in Vietnam, they lost the war in 
part because the Vietnamese were willing 
to watch their soldiers bite the dust. 
Americans weren't. “Americans won't put 
up with watching their men—and now 
women—come home in body bags,” says 
Sheehy, “Many:countries outlast U.S. 
forces by suffering higher casualties.” 


DITCH TECHNOLOGY—GET SPIES. 
Too bad our maps of Yugoslavia 
(containing the location of a certain 
Chinese embassy) weren't as up-to-date 
as the infrared missiles dropped there. 
The reason? The U.S. relies too heavily 
on its technological prowess at the 
expense of human intelligence. “We've 
got a KH-12 satellite in space that can 
decipher a truck's license-plate number, 
but we don't know what they're talking 
about in the truck,” Turzanski points out. 
Although you hear plenty about the CIA's 
screwups, you dont hear much when 
they pet it right. “Intelligence operations 
thrive on secrecy,” says Turzanski. “Who 
knows what they did in the Gulf War. We 
have a lot to thank them for.” 
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“Hey, Jeff, is 
my hood on 
straight?” 


How to... 


SUE ei iiiies 


End a Call...Fast! 


You'd think 15 “yups” in a row would do it, but 
sometimes people just can’t take a hint. 


On the line: Salespeople 
Tactic: Waste their time 
You say: “In order to act on 
your request, |'ll need 
something in writing." 
According to Blaine Pardoe, 
author of Cubicle Warfare, 
“It'll weed out people who 
aren't that serious about 
speaking with you.” A 
written request requires 
time and energy—to really 
put the kibosh on their 
incessant hassling, tell 
them you'll need it on 
letterhead and sent by snail 
mail (not e-mail or fax). 


On the line: Old buddies 
Tactic: Go public 

You say: “Hane on, I'm 
putting you on 
speakerphone.” First of all, 
your hands are free. You 
can work on the computer 
or hone your origami skills 
while shouting “uh-huh” in 
your phone's general 
direction. Second, your pal 
might not feel so inclined 
to dive into a monologue 
about the bazookas on 
some brunette he met 
Friday. “People don't feel 


comfortable divulging 
personal information over a 
speakerphone,” says Neil 
Lewis, a Management 
psychologist in Atlanta. 
“Even if you say no one's in 
your office, it's still an 
unnerving experience.” 


On the line: Clients 
Tactic: A time frame 

You say: “| was just on my 
way out, but | can give you 
two minutes"—just before 
he starts listing his million 
misgivings about your 
business proposal. As 
Pardoe explains, “This 
establishes a finite time 
frame so your caller can't 
take it personally.” You'll 
have to hash through the 
call at some point, so you 
might as well get it over 
with in two minutes. 


On the line: Mothers and 
girlfriends 

Tactic: Three little words 
You say: "I love you.” Most 
conversations with the 
female persuasion are a 
circuitous route to this 
anyway. Give it to them. 
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Tame a Lion 


Ol’ puss will never rip out your intestines—as long as you 
follow these tips from the pros. 


\ 
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DON'T TURN TAIL. The feline 
intellect divides the world into 
two groups; predators and prey. 
“If you run away, you're prey. A 
cat’s instinctual reaction to prey 
is to pounce,” says Mike 
Hackenberger, a big cat trainer 
at the Bowmanville Zoo outside 
Toronto. So always maintain 
eye contact. Once the lion can't 
mentally lump you together 
with the zebra meat, he'll treat 
you as his boss, 


DANGE. Lions love a sitting 
duck—so keep your feet moving 
in a crazed Ali shuffle. Fancy 
footwork, like that of legendary 
trainer Clyde Beatty, will 
convince a cat that your 
position’s too uncertain for him 
to take a leap, 


OFFER MANY TARGETS. [0 
deflect deadly paw swipes, hold 
a chair in the lion's direction. 
Four chair legs are a few too 
many for him to handle; unable 
to deal with the plethora of 
choices, the lion will just sit 
there looking dumb, 


TIME YOUR TRAINING, Male 
cats have two periods when 
they're virtually unworkable: 
their fourth and eighth 
birthdays. “At four years, lions 
hit puberty and instinctively 
look to establish dominance in 
a pride. At eight, their status 
within the pride is usually 
threatened by younger 
generations,” Hackenberger 
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explains. “At both periods, lions 
experience a surge of aggressive 
behavior,” If the show must go 
on, diffuse the possibility of a 
cat fight by keeping unruly 
males well spaced in a group, 
with females serving as buffers. 


STICK YOUR HEAD IN ITS 
MOUTH. Lucky for you, this 
showstopper is an illusion. Put 
an inch or two of your face 
between the open jaws at an 
angle that suggests your whole 
head is in—best done with the 
back of your head to the crowd. 
From there, you don't actually 
keep the lion's jaws open, but 
merely gauge carefully when he 
feels like closing it. Keep one 
hand on the lion's upper and 
lower jaw. The second you feel 
the slightest pressure on either 
hand, get your face outta there. 
Pronto. When you withdraw 
your face fast, it looks like 
you've just escaped the bite. 


USE FORCE SPARINGLY. 
When a lion starts taste-testing 
your Rockports, you may think 
it’s time to kick the crap out of 
him. Don't. The more frequently 
you use force, the sooner it will 
dawn on this 300-pound 
animal that you're a wimp. 
“Always keep the threat of force 
aS an ace up your sleeve,” 
recommends Florida-based 
trainer David Tetzlaff. “The less 
a lion knows about your 
physical power, the more he 
can fear its unknown potential.” 


..AND IF ALL HELL 
BREAKS LOOSE? If a lion 
pets sick of hoops and reverts 
to his predatorial ways, do 
what Tetzlaff once did: Stick a 
broom handle into its mouth, 
“The lion assumed it was part 
of my body and chewed on that 
instead,” he says. And if you 
don't have a broom handle? 
Show's over, baby. 


A spiritual.” 


You lion 
bastard! 
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Cut Through the Car 
Salesman’s Spiel 


James Bragg, author of Car Buyer’s and Leaser's Negotiating 
Bible, shows you how to leave the lot with a brand-new car 
feeling like a champ, not a chump. 








“Actually, 
I'm quite 





of) Warren Salowe 
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How do you dry-clean a suit? 
Is it really “dry”? 

No. Bry cleaning is, in fact, 
wel—but not from water. They 
throw your gear into a big 
washing machine that fills with 
perchlorethylene, a cleaning 
solvent that attacks dirt and ail 
ina more specialized way than 
a vat full of Tide. It’s a toxic 
substance, but don’t be 
alarmed: Cleaners have been 
using “perc” since the ‘40s, and 
it only hurts if you fall into the 
washer along with your suits. 


Beans! Why do they wreak 
havoc on my bowels? 

Because beans are stuffed with 
oligosaccharides, sugars that 


WHADDAYA KNOW! 


You've got questions? THE PROF has answers. Our resident Einstein sets readers straight. 


large intestine they produce 
hydrogen, methane and carbon 
dioxide, which bust a move out 
your back end. Your options? 
1) Blame the dog. 2) Buy 
Beano, which contains alpha- 
galactosidase, the missing 
digestive enzyme that will seal 
up your gas leaks for the time 
being. For emergencies, call 
800-GET-BEANO. 


Why do golfers yell “fore” 
when they hit a bum shot? 
Ducking when you heard “fore” 
was once a life-or-death matter. 
A shortened form of “beware 
before,” British colonels barked 
this during battle, ordering the 





front lines to kneel so the men 
behind could fire without 
blowing their pals’ heads off. 


How does a Frisbee fly so far? 
Because unlike, say, a baseball, 
the flying disc phenomenon 
known as the Frisbee is 
concave, Its rounded top forces 
alr passing over it to travel 
farther—and faster—than it 
does on the Frisbee’'s bottom. 
This lowers the density of air 
molecules, and thus the air 
pressure, above the Frisbee. 
The greater relative air pressure 
below the Frisbee acts as a lift, 
causing it to nse. 


How big was Andre 
the Giant? 

When Andre, my 
favorite wrestler of 
all time, died in his 
sleep in France in 
1993, he was 7'4" 
and close to 520 
pounds. At the age 
of 12, Andre was 
6'3" and around 200 
pounds: his weight 
fluctuated between 
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Rex toyed with the alien starfleet 





pounds for most of his career. 
But these figures aren't without 
controversy. Some say the 
World Wrestling Federation 
added two or three inches to 
his height to make him taller 
than Kareem Abdul-Jabbar and 
therefore the world's tallest 
athlete. But the WWF won't 
budge an inch, 


Don't know a lot? Send your 
questions to The Prof, Stuff 
magazine, 1040 Avenue of the 
Americas, 15th Floor, New 
York, NY 10018 (or e-mail 
him at letters@stuff- 
mag.com). He is worldly wise 
but truly diabolical, so dont 


your small intestine can't 
digest. When they reach your 











“Looking to trade in your old car? I'll 
give you top dollar.” 

It's bullshit: He Knows he's doing you a 
favor by taking that banger off your hands, 
and you'll pay heavily for it. Hike two 
blocks to the next dealer, sell your car 
yourself, and save up to $2,000. 


“Take your time. I'm in no rush,” 

It's bullshit: Since salesmen must fulfill 
quarterly quotas, they sweat golf balls while 
negotiating the last day in March, June, 
September and December. September is 
also when the new models roll in and last 
year's models roll out with $2,000 rebates. 


“You'll need an extended warranty.” 

It's bullshit: Extended warranties provide 
dealers with one of their fattest profit 
margins. Haggle them down. You don't 
even have to buy a factory-backed warranty 
from the dealer: Shop around and you can 
save half to two-thirds off the asking price. 





“With air bags and antilock brakes, 
you're as safe as a baby.” 

It’s bullshit; “The car's structural integrity is 
much more important,” says Bragg. Some 
cars flatten like pancakes in collisions, and 
no amount of hot alr can save you. Check 
with the Department of Transportation 
(www.nhtsa.org) or the Insurance Institute 
for Highway Safety (www.hwtsafety.org)— 
they crash-test most new vehicles. 


“Psst. Would you like to save big by 
buying this demo model?” 

It's bullshit: “Nearly new” cars are a risky 
proposition. The 5,000 miles on the 
odometer could have been put on by the 
dealer's mom or by 300 people who 
test-drove it by stomping on the gas and 
slamming the brakes. Subtract at least 28 
cents per mile from the dealer's invoice. 
And demand an extended warranty at cost, 
since the manufacturer's warranty kicked in 
at the first mile. 


400 and 500 


expect a response, 





“How about rustproofing and Scotch 
Guarding? It'll add years.” 

It's bullshit: “This stuff costs the dealers 

nothing. It shouldn't cost you anything,” 

says Bragg. Other price-inflating scams: 
PermaVIN (where the VIN number is etched 
into the windshield to supposedly make 

your car easier to trace if it is stolen. 
Carjackers just scratch it out or replace the 
shield); dealer prep (a car wash and wax); 

and shipping or paperwork fees, By 

foregoing these extras or demanding them 
for free, you'll save $100 to $5,000. 


“I'm sorry, but my shift is up. This | 
other salesman can help you.” 

It's bullshit: You're getting “turned over” by 

a Salesman you've worn down. He'll pass 

you along to a fresh shark—and another, | 
and another—until one regains the upper 

hand. Cling to your original guy like a 

spider monkey and beat out a deal. If a 

new salesman butts in to take over, walk. 
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How to., 


Every Break 












It's not whether you win or lose: It's how you split ‘em. 


THE RACK. Start with a 
tight rack, advises Ewa 
Mataya Laurance, two-time 
Billiard Player of the Year. 
Push the balls at the base of 
the rack upward until they're 
all touching one another. This 
ensures the most efficient 
energy transfer fram ball to 
ball and will give you the 
widest break. 


TAKE AIM, |f your break is 
more Angela Lansbury than 
Sly Stallone, you'll increase 
your chances of sinking at 
least one ball by placing your 
cue ball on the head string 
(the line you have to stay on 
or behind when you break) 
two to six inches from either 
side cushion. Aim for the first 
ball on the rack. If you break 
balls like Joe Pesci and 
usually sink something, then 
shoot from the center of the 
head string and aim straight 
on, This will give you a wider 
break and strategically put 
the cue ball in the center of 
the table—from here you can 
clean house. 
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FIRE. “Pool is about finesse 
more than it is about 
strength,” says Laurance. 
“Instead of winding your pool 
arm back for the kill, stand a 
little straighter for a break 
than you would for a normal 
shot. This puts your body 
weight behind your shot, 
adding power without 
sacrificing your accuracy—or 
your dignity.” 


..0R DROP DA BOMB. 

lf you feel that the Force is 
with you, try winning the 
game immediately by sinking 
the eight ball on your break. 
Place the cue ball three to 
four inches from the right 
side cushion. Then hit the 
cue ball (with no more power 
than normal) a little to the 
left and below center, aiming 
for the two balls in the 
second row. This will give the 
cue ball a spin that just 
might knock the eight ball 
into the left corner pocket. If 
you succeed, hang up your 
cue, get your coat and pick 
up your winnings. Game over. 


Not shown: Elmo puppet 








SEX LIFE 


Showerhead. The reason 
why your girlfriend takes so 
lang in the bathroom has 
nothing to do with beauty 
rituals—it's more likely that 
she's working on the orgasm of 
the century. “Many a woman's 
first masturbation experience 
was with a shower massager,” 


in the water's constant yet 
delicate pressure. Plus, many 


and heat that can fit any 
woman's sensitivity level.” 


Pepper. Wrap some black 
pepper in a handkerchief, and 


under her nose. Time it right 
and she'll sneeze just as she 
climaxes, experiencing a mind- 
blowing, full-body orgasm. Not 
only do experts believe that 
sneezing releases the same 
endorphins as an orgasm, but 
that the dramatic alteration of 
oxygen flow also intensifies 
orgasm. “That's the appeal of 


asphyxiation play,” says Sandor 


Gardos, a San Francisco-based 


sex therapist. “Sneezing has the 


same effect.” 


Vegetables. Obvious, right? 
Zucchini, cucumbers, squash, 
egeplants, etc. But think about 


ie fa 


i 


Why go out and buy your gal a sex toy 
when you trip over them every day? 


says Dr. Bartlik. “Its appeal lies 


have adjustable pressure, speed 


when she’s on the brink, waft it 


it. A corncob is nature's ribbed 
dildo. “The bumpy texture can 
be really arousing,” says 
Barbara Bartlik, M.D., a New 
York City sex therapist. But 


some experts recommend using 


a condom over it to avoid 
infection, Gourds with a long, 
curved end can be perfect for 
G-spot stimulation. Insert the 
gourd so that it curves toward 
her belly, aiming for a soft 
bump about one inch up the 
front wall of her vagina—she'll 
let you know when you hit it. 
So the next time you see that 
oversize squash in the fridge, 
don't ask why she’s always 
buying vegetables that go bad 
before you get to eat them. 


Tools. Scour the house for 
equipment with small engines. 
In the bathroom, there's the 
electric razor—many contain 
the same motor as a vibrator. 
Just turn it on and place the 
base end near her sweet spot. 
In the kitchen, use the blender 
(have her press up against the 
base while you're mixing 
margaritas); in the den, the 
Nintendo 64 Rumble Pack 
(which vibrates in your hands 
during explosions and speed 
bumps—she'll love the ride). 


Pager. Ever felt a warm buzz 
in your pocket from your 
vibrating pager? Designed to 
keep annoying beeps to a 
minimum, the vibration option 


can also open the door to high- 


tech sex in public. Have your 

date wear the pager in her 
panties during dinner out, 
Then, as often as possible, 


call her on your cell phone. 


“Having a Sexual 
experience in public is a 
very common fantasy for 


couples,” says Dr. Bartlik. 
/ “The pager lets them do it 


a, 
. | 1 at 
é without anyone knowing. 
Unless she’s a screamer. 





Photography: (House of Fun) Todd Huffman 


















Bar skills 


Know Your Whiskeys 





A bluffer's guide to the golden nectar that warms your 
toes and numbs your head all in one shot. 


SINGLE MALT SCOTCH 
Single means it’s produced in 
just one distillery; malt 
means it’s made only from 
malted barley; and Scotch 
means—you puessed it—it's 
made in Scotland. 

Top brands: Glenfiddich, 
Glenlivet, Laphroaig. 

Tastes; Peaty (a smoky flavor 
that comes from being 
roasted under peat charcoal 
dug up from bogs), with oaky, 
sherry overtones. 

Drink it: With a splash of 
water after a meal. 


BLEND The melting pot of 
whiskeys, a blend mixes 
barley with other grains, like 
wheat or corn. The more 
premium blends have a 
higher percentage of barley. 
Top brands: Dewars, Johnnie 
Walker, Chivas Regal. 
Tastes: Generic. You won't 
find that exclusive character 
you get from a Single. 

Drink it: On the rocks, with 
soda or water. 


BOURBON |n 1789 a 
Baptist minister named Elijah 
Craig set up a distillery in 
Bourbon County, Kentucky. 
While storing the corn-based 
malt in charred oak barrels, 
he accidentally burned the 


56 STUFF 


oak staves and later found 
they imparted a pleasantly 
toasty taste. Unfortunately, 
Elijah burned in hell for it. 
Top brands: Jim Beam, Wild 
Turkey, Four Roses. 

Tastes: Since it’s distilled 
from corn rather than barley, 
it tastes More sugary and less 
smooth than Scotch. 

Drink it: Straight, with beer 
as a chaser, 


IRISH WHISKEY While 
many whiskeys are peated, 
lrish whiskey is not. Plus it’s 
triple distilled, which creates 
an extra-fine, light taste. 
Top brands: Jameson, 
Bushmills. 

Tastes: Like Scotch without 
the smoky whiff. A great 
whiskey for the novice. 
Drink it: After a six-pack. 


RYE Contrary to Don 
McLean's “drinkin’ whiskey 
and rye” baloney, rye is a 
whiskey. Aged in oak barrels, 
rye produces a potent 100- 
proof brew (most whiskeys 
are just 80Q-proof). 

Top brands: Jim Beam, Wild 
Turkey, Old Overholt. 

Tastes: Full-bodied and rich 
in aroma and flavor. 

Drink it: Straight, whenever 
you spot it—it's a rarity, 

















Dou’s Life 


The inside scoop on how hot dogs 
are really made. 






cil 


STEP! THE MEAT 


4 Most dogs are an unearthly mixture of pork, 


poultry and beef (usually older cattle), And 
“even if the package boasts “100 percent 
beef,” that doesn't mean 100 percent steak. 
Although big brands use only muscle meal, legal 
by-products include cow tongues, lips, 
intestines and other goo. 


— 


sTerp 2 THE BLENDER 


Chunks of freshly Killed meat (usually around 
three-days old) slide into a high-speed blender, 
which purees the meal and fat into a batter. 
Fillers like nonfat died milk and Soy-protein 
concentrate are poured into the vat, where they 
help bind the meat together and stabilize it for 
the cooking and processing to come. 


STEP 3 THE SKINS 


The smooth meat batter is pumped into cellulose 
casing tubes a half inch in diameter. A linking 
machine then segments the meat-filled tubes 
into 150-foot chains of individual five-and-a-half- 
to six-inch wienies (natural casings, made of 
scraped-out sheep intestines, are occasionally 
used, but it’s best not to think about that). 


STEP 4 THE SMOKER 


Next, the dogs are smoked over 1/0-degree 
heat, which gives them their rubbery form and 
kills harmful microorganisms. The smoke 
contains low concentrations of acids and 
carbonyls (including formaldehyde—the stuff 
they put in dead bodies to keep ‘em from 
rotting), which provide the color and flavor. 


sTEP 5 THE STRIPPER 

The smoked, cooked dogs are showered with 
cool water, which brings their temperature down 
to a balmy 90 degrees, so they can be better 
handled. Next, the dogs are steamed, which 
blows up the casings like balloons; the casings 
are then slit with a razor blade and removed 
with a device affectionately called the stripper. 


ster 6 THE END OF THE ROAD 


As they come off the assembly line, groups of 
eight dogs slip into plastic packages that are 
Vacuum-sealed. These are shipped out and 
unloaded at your local market by sullen, pimply 
minimum-waegers. This process, by which a plant 
can produce almost 40,000 wieners per hour, 
requires only four people from start to finish. 


Photography (trom left}: Satoshi, Patrick Llewelyn-Dawes. Mlustrations: Rian Huphes 






Greatest American Hero No. 2 


WILSON 


Brian Wilson gave the Beach Boys their 
sound, but little brother Dennis gave them 
their style. While Brian was writing about 
the sweet “Surfer Girl” in his room and 
baby brother Carl was singing about her 
onstage, Dennis was doing her under the 
boardwalk. “If there wasn’t the Beach Boys 
and there wasn't music, | wouldn't even 
talk to my brothers,” he once admitted. 

Dennis’ lifestyle inspired Brian's songs. 
Big brother couldn't catch a wave in his 
bathtub, but Dennis was a rad surfer dude 
who convinced the guys it would be cool to 
write about the coastline craze. Brian gave 
America all the “Fun, Fun, Fun” it could 
handle, but in real life it was Dennis’ 
chick's daddy who took her T-Bird away. 

He called himself “the Wood,” because 
he was always hard and ready for action. 
And there was always plenty of it. He was 
married several times and had more 
women on the side than Shawn Kemp, His 
celebrated consort tour included stops with 
Ronald Reagan's daughter, Patti, and 
Fleetwood Mac's Christine McVie, with 
whom, as with everyone else, he had a 
bitter break. “Half of him was a little boy,” 
she lamented. “The other half was insane." 

Both halves had a deep problem with 
bandmate and cousin Mike Love. While 
Brian retreated to his ottoman to eat Oreos 
on a self-imposed three-year exile, Love 
took over as the group's leader. He handled 
most of the arrangements, had writing 
credits on nearly all of the songs and 
fronted the band onstage. Dennis, on the 
other hand, would show up late for most 
shows, often beach buzzed, and his 
appearance drove the crowd (most of 
whom were women) into an absolute 
frenzy. Love hated him. 

And Dennis got off on pissing him off. 
Love was a meditation nut and devout 
vegetarian who neither smoked nor drank. 
He had his own room at the Beach Boys’ 
studio, where he could have “private” 
moments away from the rest of the band’s 
excesses. When Love wasn't around, 
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Dennis enjoyed using the room for conjugal 
visits with groupies—and purposely left 
behind telltale evidence. The two engaged in 
a few onstage brawls, but the battle reached 
Def Con One dimensions when Dennis 
married and had a child with Love's 
illegitimate daughter Shawn. 

Needless to say, Dennis’ sexual 
conquests extended beyond Love's 
immediate family. One time, while cruising 
Malibu in 1968, he picked up two beach 
babes and drove them to his sprawling 
home on Sunset Boulevard, Naturally, he 
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shot the pipeline with both. Then he went 
off to the studio and bragged about it. 
When he got home, he found a party in full 
swing with a dozen topless girls, their 
friends and a sack of pot. To Dennis, this 
was not entirely a bad thing. 

Unfortunately, one of those friends 
turned out to be ‘60s psychotic and mass 
murderer Charles Manson. The party lasted 
for months. Charlie shared his “family” with 
Dennis and took over the house in return. 
At first, Manson charmed Dennis with his 
powerful personality, even persuading him 
to pet the Beach Boys to record one of his 
songs. (Manson's ominous “Cease to Exist” 
was cleaned up and released as “Never 
Learn Not to Love.") But Dennis grew 
weary of Charlie's Darth Vader act and 
tossed him after Manson pulled a knife on 
his all-too-congenial host, saying, “What 
would you do if | killed you?” Dennis just 
shrupged coolly and said, “Do it." 

The good life finally got the better of the 
bad Beach Boy. He split with his brothers in 
1983, battling booze and bankruptcy. The 
end came later that year when he drowned 
while diving off a yacht into his only 
constant companion: the Pacific Ocean, 

















| “What do you think?” 2s.s tai, usciousiy 
| 


curvaceous and honey-skinned Tia Carrere, 
posing in an orange or black or blue bikini—the 
colors tend to blend together in my mind. She 
squishes her breasts together. “Don't need a 
Wonderbra in these, do |?” 

We're in a cramped mobile trailer on Malibu 
Beach, and I'm a terrycloth robe away fram 
some of the choicest real estate in Southern 
California. But Tia, 34, a native Hawaiian of 
Filipino descent, is feeling a tad iffy about 
strutting her stuff for the photographer. “Il was 
raised in a Hawaiian Catholic school,” says the 
actress who was discovered at age 1/7 ina 
Honolulu supermarket and whisked off to act in 
General Hospital before coming to Hollywood 
and finding international stardom. “I wanted to 
be a nun when | was 13," she adds. “All my 
friends did. | had some reservations at the time, 
but | didn't understand why. I’m a little shy." 

Come on, you're Babe-raham Lincoln, as 
Mike Meyers put it in Wayne's World. If you're 
gonna get all self-conscious in a bikini, what 
hope is there for the rest of the female race? 


Wayne S World S “If any woman tells you that putting on a 
Babhe-raham bikini in public is not devastating, she's lying,” 


says Tia. “Or she's a model. But even models 


Lincoln enslaves lS | say, ‘Oh, my God, | can't eat for two days before 
once agalii. a shoot.’ It's not insecurity; it’s reality. Wearing 


| something like this’—think a lot of exposed soft, 
By Stuart Matranga warm Hesh interrupted by an chaser and 
Photographs by Michael unfortunate piece of stretched spandex—“is even 
AACA | more vulnerable than being nude. When you're 
nude, you're just going for it at that point. In 
something like this, you can go either way, and 
that can make you feel a little vulnerable." 

In less-vulnerable mode, Tia will be slapping 
bad guys all over your TV screen this fall when 
she stars in a new syndicated series, Relic 
Hunter. She plays Sydney Fox, a college 
professor with the best-attended classes in the 
history of higher education who moonlights as a 
treasure hunter. “It's obviously geared toward a 
male audience,” says Tia. 

A character with the guts of Indiana Jones 
and the body of Tia Carrere—in tightly wrapped 
jodhpurs and knee-length leather boots—does 
have a strangely magnetic pull. And for Wayne's 
World fans, her character’s name is an inside 
joke. “Fox,” says Tia, “as in Le Renard. Wayne 
and Garth on top of the car going, ‘If Tia Carrere 
was in France, she'd be called Le Renard, with 
only her wiles to protect her.’ Wink, wink. 

“But it’s kind of cool that her first name is 
Syd,” insists Tia, “and some people think she's a 
guy. I'm, like, the guy hero. There's lots of stunts 
and lots of kicking and punching. The producer 
asked me how | felt about snakes. | said, ‘I'd 
like to meet them before | work with them.” [> 
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Tia Carrere 


But he meant the kind that crawl. | think | 
can deal with it, but once | get something 
long and slithery on me, who knows?" 

Now’s got to be the time to ask Tia 
what she finds attractive in a man. She 
immediately, and with great relief to many 
of us, rules out the nude figure. “Guys are 
so lumpy all over. They don't have those 
smooth lines that women have. What most 
attracts me is someone who's powerful, 
ambitious, self-motivated and energetic. 
Though good-looking never hurts." 

Beyond the surf, dolphins. frolic and sea 
lions cavort. It's practically a perfect day. 
All that’s missing is a couple of Bombay 
Sapphire gin martinis, up and with olives— 
Tia’s favorite drink. As for her own body, 
you'd have to look real hard to find a hint 
of imperfection. 

“See this?” Tia says, stroking a barely 
perceptible crease at her navel. “Stupidly, | 
had my belly button pierced, and it was 
right before | did Kul! the Conqueror. It was 
painful to begin with, but then | did all 
these stunts, and my belly button never 
healed properly, so now | have this ugly 
scar. | hate it.” Tia, we forgive you. 
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Her favorite part of herself? She extols 
a woman's mind, her point of view. But 
how ‘bout the body, baby? “Well,” confides 
Tia, slipping the terrycloth up the long, 
gentle slope of her thigh, “my calves are 
well formed, don’t you think?” 

Thank you. 

And she has a sense of humor. This is 
her joke, and she tells it after everyone else 
has told theirs: “Litthe Red Riding Hood is 
skipping through the forest with a basket of 
goodies on the way to her grandmother's 
house. The Big Bad Wolf jumps out from 
behind a tree with a .38 and says, ‘OK, 
Little Red Riding Hood, take off all your 
clothes. I'm gonna fuck you right here, right 
now.’ She smiles sweetly. She pulls out a 
.45 and says, ‘Oh, no you're not. You're 
gonna eat me like the book says.” 

ls that a blush, or is it the makeup? 
You can take a girl out of Sacred Heart 
Academy in Honolulu, but you can't take 
Catholic school out of the girl. “The English 
Patient is the most romantic movie ever,” 
says Tia. “All that restraint. I've never 
gotten over that Catholic-school thing. No, 
no, no, no, no—YES!" wf 


“ee this?” 









: Bobette Cohn for Stockland Martel, NYC; Makeup: Ulli Schober for Celestine 
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| STAY AHEAD OF THE HORNS 
Your blowhard Wall Street pals keep 
bragging about how they stay one step 
ahead of the bulls? Challenge them to 
outpace the real thing in Mesquite, Nevada. 
In place of Pamplona's narrow streets (the 
scene of the world-famous Spanish bull 
run), a 20-foot-wide corral is your escape 
route as 20 stampeding, 1,500-pound bulls 
draw a bead on your bony hide. Gamble 
with your life up to four times in three 
days, and then throw away your money at 
the festival's casino. 

The deal: July 9-11; $65 for first run, $20 
after that; plus $130 for two nights in a 
hotel. Advantage Travel: 800-429-5077 





“1 told you 
to lay off the 
McDonald's 
jokes!” 















Bored of the same old bars? 
Can't take any more Xena? Worse 
yet, is someone planning a little 
trip to IKEA for just the two of 
you? Stick a pin anywhere in 
these 10 pages and treat yourself 
to an adventure overdose. 


2 DOGFIGHT IN A WARPLANE 

You read that right: You and up to 32 friends 
each go up in an SF260 Marchetti, with an 
F-16 fighter pilot at the controls. You are the 
punman ina series of hour-lang, one-on-one 
laser-tag games at 6,000 feet. When you 
score a hit, “smoke” billows out of your 
opponent's engines. If you're downed, you 
can practice in simulators until they put you 
back in the cockpit. 

The deal: Starts at $900. (Prices throughout 
this article are per person and do not include 
meals, lodging or airfare, except where 
noted.) Fighter Pilots USA: 800-568-6748 


3 BEAT UP BLACK BELTS 

During 15 hours of training so intense you'll 
need painkillers, first-degree black belt Larry 
spain will teach you jujitsu-based moves 
that'll help you whup conventionally trained 
black belts—and win any bar brawl. 

The deal: 31,000; Redding, California. 
Goshin Jitsu Academy: 530-244-1874 


4 CHOMP ON BULL TESTICLES 
Palate-challenged revelers gather at 
the Montana Testicle Festival to chow 
down on more than two tons of 
beer-battered, deep-fried bulls’ 
balls. (It tastes like chicken. 
Allegedly.) lf scrotal delicacies 
are not to your liking, there's 
also the surreal Bullshit 
Bingo, a Hustler-esque 
contest where the wet T-shirts 
come off, plus a hairy-chest 
competition—bring grandma. 
The deal: Sept. 17-21, free 
admission for whoever can 
stomach it. Rock Creek 
Lodge: 406-825-4868 


Sip cocktails with 
Goldberg 






















2» TEAR UP THE TERRAIN 

If uneasy ridin’ is more your style, you can 
perfect your racing skills at this two-day 
camp. On XR100 dirt bikes, beginners and 
pros alike master skills Such as how to slide 
on your face and look like you meant to do it. 
You can sign up tor a scheduled weekend or 
round up the guys (15 or more) to charter a 
camp anywhere there's dirt. 

The deal: $480-$525; meals, bikes and 
pear included. No license necessary. 
American Supercamp: 970-669-4322 


6 TAKE A HUMMER SAFARI 
Commandeer a Humvee, the Cadillac of the 
Gulf War, and allack the hostile desert terrain 
af the Colorado Rockies. Hummer Extreme 
charts the course and then turns the wheel 
over to you, while its grunts scout out 
campsites and grub, You can sign on for two- 
to three-day runs or, with a minimum of six 
pals, you Can map your own route. 

The deal: Starts at $229 per day. 

Hummer Extreme: 970-382-9889 


7 HANG WITH PRO WRESTLERS 
Last May, a slew of oversize men in tights 
stormed the deck of the Ecstasy for a 
three-night Bahamian Bruise Cruise to 
share sweat and stories with 2,000 
pro-wrestling junkies. Mayhem was 
supplied by WCW ring warriors, 
including Diamond Dallas Page and 
Buff Bagwell, while the lovely Nitro 
Girls were stripped down on the 
sundeck. Bruise Cruise 2000 ts in 
the works—call for dates and to 
reserve your ringside lounge chair. 
The deal: Cabins run $760-$900 
per person, WCW Bruise 
Cruise: 800-929-5894 ca 


43 GONZO GETAWAYS 


WEEKEND 
WARRIORS 


8 BLOW AWAY TERRORISTS 


WILD WEEKENDS » 











Fed up with getting sand kicked in your 
face by terrorist organizations and 
Colombian drug lords? The Executive 
Protection and Driving Course will 
transform you from a zero to a hero. 
Conducted by former members of the 
LAPD SWAT team and ex-Navy Seals, 
this intensive class teaches you useful 
skills such as Car Bomb Recognition and 
Advanced Protective Driving, with hands- 
on-the-wheel practice. You'll also learn 
how to shoot from a moving vehicle and 
use a submachine gun. If that whets your 
appetite, Executive Security International 
(800-874-0888) offers a nine-day 
bodyguard course for $1,800. 

The deal: $2,000, including 
accommodations and meals. 

Blackwater Lodge: 252-435-2488 
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9 PUFF COHIBAS WITH 
CASTRO 
Ya can’t smoke 'em if ya ain't got 'em. So 
bend the law a little by going south to 
hop a flight to Havana, where you'll light 
up the world's best stogies. Bilingual 
guides take aficionados to factories where 
the cigars are rolled on the thighs of 
virgins (at least in our fantasies). Your 
nights will be filled with sexy senoritas 
serving up Fidel’s finest at cigar-tasting 
banquets. Muy simpatico. 
The deal: Prices start around $900 
for a four-day tour, including everything 
except airfare. Cuba Travel U.S.A.: 
512-347-8952 


10 PLAY WITH PORN STARS 
Cancel that stripper and take the whole gang 
south of the border for the ultimate bachelor 
party. In October, the second annual 
XXXtreme Adults Only vacation at a private 
island off the coast of Mexico allows you to 
rub elbows—and then some—with more than 
50 X-rated entertainers. The usual resort 
sports are available, plus you can watch 
adult movies being made (for educational 
purposes, obviously), play nude basketball 
(why?) or catch the lovely ladies face off in 
the best orgasm and banana-eating contests. 
The deal: October 17-24; $934-$2,199, 
depending on occupancy, travel and length of 
stay. SMS Promotions: 8/7-999-8736 
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l2 MUSH SLED DOGS 
THROUGH SNOW 
Be like Scott of the Antarctic, except 
without the freezing-to-death-in-a- 
blizzard part, and head out to the 
Wyoming wilderness for the Paw 
Power Escape weekend. Settle back 
as a team of hounds hauls you 60 
miles across icy tundra, and then 
warm yourself with a fine single-malt 
scotch back at the hotel. Don't forget 
to bring the Milk-Bones. 
The deal: $800 for two days, 
including meals and hotel. 
Rocky Mountain Wilderness 
Adventures: 800-877-6254 


I3 PUT PUMPKINS INTO ORBIT 


Spud guns are peashooters compared with 
the truck-size pneumatic cannons that will be 
deployed in the 14th annual Punkin 

Chunk competition. Party with 
30,000 good ol’ boys (and girls) 
in Lewes, Delaware, as teams 
fire homemade contraptions 
to see who can hurla 
pumpkin farthest. Between 
the festival's bands and 
beer, you can start working 
on blueprints for next year's 
pumpkin bazooka. 

The deal: Nov. 6-7; tickets cost $5. 
Punkin Chunk: 302-856-1444 
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14 CRUISE ON A HARLEY 

Turn your golf buddies into a grizzly biker 
gang for the weekend. Just pick your Harley 
from a fleet of hogs and the dusty back road 
you want to ride, and American Frontier will 
tailor a road trip to fit your schedule and 
budget. The road begins in Santa Fe, New 
Mexico, and takes you as far as your 
numb butt can go. Day trips include one 
that glides over the same turf Hopper 
and Fonda trekked in Easy Rider. You 
can have a guide come along, or your 
pang can ridé alone. 

The deal: Starts at $275 per day; meals and 
lodging can be provided. American Frontier 
Motorcycle Tour: 888-TOURSHD 


15 KILL AND EAT A SHARK 

Captain Mike Albronda earned the name the 
Monster Hunter by landing a 2,400-pound, 
16.5-foot great white. That ought to quality 
him to help you scan the waters off Montauk, 
New York, for sharks and other sea beasts. 
His boat is equipped with bait and gear for a 
group of six; you Bring the beer. 

The deal: $375 for a half-day; $850 for a 
full day. Mike Albronda: 516-668-2056 [> 


“Yeah, t ‘hens your vend stinks.” 


_ BUNGEE FROM A 


OK, so everyone’s done the bungee 

thing. But to top what your 11-year- 

old niece did last weekend, tie a 

bungee cord around your ankles and 

jump headfirst out of a moving 

helicopter 1,600 feet above Munich, 

Germany. You'll get yanked by the 

cord about 300 feet from your 

death—we think. Jochen Schweizer 

offers the world's craziest collection 

of bungee action, from jumping off 

bridges to. running down super-tall 

walls. While you're there, make sure 

to try Hot-Rocket Bungee, where 

you're catapulted from a crane by a | 

giant rubber band, Wile E. | 
-Style, to a height of 230 

feet. ‘No, they don’t actually use a | 

rocket, Do you have a death wish 

or something? 

The deal: $360 for helicopter 

bungee; $80 for Hot-Rocket Bungee. 

Jochen Schweizer: 011-49-89- 

6060-890 











Pet helicopters: 
Smart as hell, but 
walking them is a 
bitch 
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17 CLIMB A S 
WATERFALL —~ 
When winter has you scaling the—. 
walls, try climbing the falls—600- 
foot-high frozen ones. Instructor 





‘ . = 
, 





Antoine Savelli will take you and a : —— 
pal up Bridalveil Falls and Ames Ice 

Hose in Telluride, Colorado, with > S 
little more than a few Crampons, 

ice axes, rope and your hot-water - 


bottle. No experience necessary— 

just don't lick the ice. 

The deal: $600 per day for private 

instruction, Chamonix Alpine 
it) Adventures: 970-728-3705 


18 SPEAR A GREAT 
BIG FISH 


Real fishing is suppased to as a 


be more Thunderball than A 
River Runs Through It, so 
chuck the rod and reel, grab 
a speargun and find Julie 
Riffe. Daughter of 
speartishing world-record 
holder Jay Riffe, she's one of 


the top fish hunters in the => 


"You should 


see the worm 


country and will take you 
underwater to stalk 
yellowtail, white sea bass 
and tuna—while keeping a 
sharp lookout for blue, mako 
and great white sharks, and 
anything else that could bite 
off your leg and ruin your 
weekend altogether. 


The deal: About $1,000 per A 


person, depending on the 

number of days and people, 

and time of year; includes all | 
gear. Riffe International: 
800-SPEARGUN 


19 BE AN ASTRONAUT 

We pay billions in taxes to NASA, yet they 
won't let us near their million-dollar toys. Is 
that fair? During this three-day stint in 
Alabama, you'll be shot 160 feet in the air at 
4 Gs, experience zero gravity, practice 
landing a space shuttle in a simulator, and 
get tossed around in a tumbler that looks like 
a giant hamster ball. Oh, and you'll puke. 
The deal: $500, including accommodations. 
Adult Space Academy: 800-63-SPACE 


20 SLEEP WITH THE FISHES 
Voyage to the bottom of the sea with your 
girlfriend and spend the night at Jules’ 
Undersea Lodge, the world’s only underwater 
hotel. To check in, you scuba dive from 
Florida's Key Largo to a mangrove lagoon 30 
feet below. (If you're not scuba certified, 
you'll take a three-hour class first.) And you 
can forget the air tanks: Divers enjoy a 
continuous air supply from 120-foot 


he used. L) 























pipelines, Inside, the Ramantic Getaway 
package treats you to gourmet meals. Don't 
forget to tip the bell buoy. Ba-durm-cha, 
The deal: Rooms start at $225 per night. 
Jules’ Undersea Lodge: 305-451-2353 


21 BURN SERIOUS RUBBER 

Imagine strapping yourself to a ballistic 
missile and taking a (very short) trip into 
oblivion. Well, sitting in a dragster with a 
500-cubic-inch engine and 1,200-plus 
horsepower on tap is about as close as you're 
going to pet without disintegrating. 
Experience mind-blowing acceleration as you 
rocket fram zero to 190 mph in under eight 
seconds. After every session, you'll return to 
the classroom for video-replay analysis of 
your performance and a bucket of Valium. 
The deal: The top-of-the-line Pro Stocker 
program costs $4,950 for three days, and is 
offered at a variety of locations. Roy Hill's 
Drag Racing School; 336-498-79646 > 











“STICK THOSE PINS 
IN MY EYES, PLEASE” 


Pay top dollar for a cruise over the 
River Styx rather than put yourself 
through this hell. 





Civil War Reenactments Put on 
your fancy knickers and lead the charge 
of the Get-a-Life Brigade? These events 
realistically re-create the havoc, misery 
and carnage of America's bloodiest 
battles by sending gaggles of costumed, 
pot-bellied pencil pushers running across 
a meadow while shrieking. Stay home 
and rent the video. Or show some balls 
and go to Kosovo. 


Retreats Beware events that promote 
themselves with the wards share, grow, 
self, male-bonding, sweat lodge or 
drumming. Remember, tepees don't have 
cable, If you do get in touch with your 
inner warrior, the first things he'll ask 
are: “Where the women at?” and “Beer?” 
Hanging out in the woods with guys may 
have been amusing when you were a 
Cub Scout—but would you still want to 
wear the beanie and scarf? 


IKEA Visiting these hangars of flimsy, 
self-assembled Swedish furniture has 
replaced shoe shopping as the most 
dreaded activity a woman can inflict on 
you. It’s not just that you'll rip your lower 
lip of from sheer boredom while she 
pores over flowerpots; it's that you can 
only get out by following one endless 
path that winds by every last garbage 
pail and shower curtain. Think of it as 
the Bataan Death March with floral dish 
towels. Sweden has a lot to answer for. 


The Great Bridal Expo Planning a 
wedding turns a previously sane woman 
into a frightening combination of Martha 
Stewart, Busby Berkely and General 
schwartzkopf, Pity the poor sap whose 
fiancée drags him to expos like this 
traveling orgy of 150-plus exhibitors for 
hours of dresses, flowers, dresses, 
flowers, tchotchkes and live bands all 
showing off their lead-footed renditions of 
“Celebrate good times, come on...!" 
Lucky for the would-be bride, there are 
no booths for divorce lawyers. 











WILD WEEKENDS 


aA 27 SEE EARTH FROM 
ee aes A ey) oO OUTER SPACE 
22 JUDGE BIKINI LINES SS, ay Se Py PF | Got $98,000 to burn? Then you can 
You sip pina coladas in Sin City while more a i se>,© . Cnet oh 00) “ launch yourself to the final frontier 
than 150 young women pull on bikinis and HOS came ye igus aboard a six-passenger space cruiser. 
slather on the oil, Just another afternoon at hs eT ia After five days of training, you suit up 
the Miss Hawaiian Tropics National Model om a ey Nes ~~ and soar 328,083 feet above earth to 
Finals. Preliminary pageants are poolside, so 5: SN ripe © iG join the Top 100 Club (that means 
you can bustle in with the crowds, but the : Da | Ve =) & you're one of the first 100 civilians to 
finals require tickets. Getting a contestant 0 & NY faae | OS oat" experience more than two hours of 
back to your room is up to you. : 4 whey, "| Uc)) space travel, including 
The deal: Sept. 16-19; tickets are $30. \ Eee DONA A two and a half minutes of . 
Hawaiian Tropic: 904-677-9559; Tropicana = fs be weightlessness). The only problem is 
Resort & Casino, Las Vegas: 800-GO2-TROP | i\S--> =a that you can't do it until 2002. Book 
\ | Yio, now to avoid disappointment. 
23 PIG OUT IN MEMPHIS 4 Pape §=6| )6=— The deal: A whopping $98,000, 
For three days in May, the Memphis os Nea | including accommodations and 
waterfront becomes one huge pork-loving, meals; airfare not included (for 
beer-drinking, redneck picnic. The Guinness $98,000, don’t you think they 
Book of Records certifies that the World could've thrown that in?). Incredible 
Championship Barbecue Contest is indeed in your car pool soil their shorts. Adventures: 800-644-7382 
the largest with more than 90,000 visitors The deal: $1,675 for three days at the L.A, 
and 250 barbecue teams. You can register to County Raceway. Rick Seaman's Motion 
enter the cook-off—or just eat yourself sick. Picture Driving Clinic: 818-341-9526 
The deal: May 18-20; admission is $6 per 


day. Memphis in May: 901-525-4611 26 SNOWMOBILE THE ROCKIES 2 al 
fip through Yellowstone or along the . Se 
7 oa 


24 DRIVE LIKE A STUNTMAN Continental Divide on a roaring snowmobile. - - 
It's driver's ed on steroids. Actors who want Whether you choose a three-day package or 

to pick up stunt-driving skills spin out to L.A. design your own, Rocky Mountain Wilderness 

with Rick Seaman, the man who did the Adventures provides the gear, gas, grub and 

driving F/X for Lethal] Weapon 4 and Lost guides who ensure that your frozen bones 

Highway. He'll teach you 180-degree slides, make it back to the warm fire at the hotel. 

90-degree spins into roadblocks, ramp jumps The deal: $950. Rocky Mountain 

and other killer moves that'll make the guys Wilderness Adventures: 800-877-6254 [> 














Don't they realize that parrots are nearly extinct? 
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SWIM WITH 
SHARKS 
stuart Cove, “shark wrangler 
to the stars” on movies such 
as Never Say Never Again and 
Jaws IV, takes groups of 
wanna-be James Bonds into 


the deep with only their wet a 
suits and some fish food on a = 
spear as protection from up to amr 
30 sharks. The three-day stay =% 


-* 


in the Bahamas includes four 
dives, including a few to 
shipwrecks that were sunk 
specifically for O07 movies. 
The deal: Prices start at 
5305, including two nights at 
the Clarion Resort. Stuart 
Cove's Dive South Ocean: 
888-37-SHARK 


¥. i. a 
Cr *S “ 
= 4 f 


712 stuFF 






oe ee 





vik aS . > > ; ie. \ i > ' : a, a. a Fi “J ; 4 = ? ; , t 3 ; : As . < P ' - mf , ’ « wy . # 
-e ’ D , Bah Ps ° , f ae) , a 4 i v “se i , ™ oe a ‘. © 4 - ; ” Ad < be - * ») = A P. ms 4 
se “/ ‘ .¥ ae aie , hall : ‘ - Aint Wy , 4 +. « 7 

P “SURES . ~ F 





’ . ’ : 2 ’ ' g ‘ # i. . P ‘ s i Pp » 
| Sato y q As | "2? « _ a ‘ + a . > P ¥ ¢ 
1% a “~ ¢ “a a 1: 4 ~~, a | = > i ~ 4 bs _ 
4 s “ ' ~ al » i. 
2 ‘ 
* 
= ‘- F 
' . 
~ a5 
. 
- ‘ Sn 
p<“ 
a 


om, ey 


+ ye a res aie s fs 
ors io 
a ‘i ere 





sy 3 = 
—_ 
e wars 


aa : A 

28 GOLF ROUND Fan 5 See 
Se ties a as 

THE CLOCK uae 
We es 


Scrap your annual Florida See 
tour. In Finland, the summer ka chcpee on: 
SL) : p oy ey ey 8 ce 
sun never sets on the green. PRI De o 


Diehard golf nuts can so 
squeeze in 54 to 72 holes a See ae 
day at marathon tourneys— AN pepo 
complete with fireworks, bes oak ee 
booze and chow—held at Sh ace Wg oh 
each of the country’s 92 hy 
courses. Find out how long Fe ee 
your putter can hold up. be Fe 
The deal: Four nights in os a ge 
Helsinki plus four rounds of 

golf start at $785, 

International Golf Marketing $s eae A ee 
Inc.: 011-358-9-547-3747 ge | te ae ets 


WILD WEEKENDS — 


_ PUB CRAWL WITH CAMELS 

What fresh Limey lunacy is this? Turn yourself into a Lawrence of 
suburbia with a camel safari on the sandy beaches and rolling 
hills of Somerset in the west of England. After a day of trekking— 
and confusing the hell out of the local peasants—you'll tether your 
ship of the desert and hit the Shurton Inn for a humpful of ale 
before crashing in a converted 150-year-old chapel. 

The deal: $320 per person (two-person minimum), including food, 
lodging and camels. The Bridgewater Camel Company: 011-44- 


278,733-18 


30 TAME A BUCKIN’ BULL 

Rustle up your regular Friday-night posse and 
see whose beer belly can stay atop a 1,500- 
pound bull the longest. This nationwide 
traveling rodeo school gives amateurs a 
fighting chance, with how-tos on riding 
technique and death prevention, as well as 
lots of practice (i.e., getting your kisser 
rubbed in cow chips for three days straight). 
The deal: 3315. Sankey Rodeo School: 
417-334-2513 





31 TAKE ON DRACULA 
Just try to get a good night's sleep in 
Transylvania. In four days, you'll visit the 
birthplace, grave and castle of Vlad the 
Impaler (aka Count Dracula). If you've 
got extra vacation days, check out Chiller 
Theater's weeklong singles’ romp 
($1,599; 203-891-8131): You'll stage 
seances, get plastered with the locals in 
medieval pubs and do the Monster Mash 
in the spooky castle, where you'll have to 
r. : spend the night. 
The deal: Prices start 
around $530, 
including travel from 
London. Romania 
Travel Center: 01 1- 
44-1892-516-901 
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32 KICK BALLS IN MEXICO 

Flailing in your local league’? No sweat. Take 
your team's club-footed bozos on an 
international tour of...Mexico. Round up at 
least 20 of your pals and head for the boarder, 
where contacts in a variety of locations will 
schedule your squad against local teams. 
Interpreters are available in case you need to 
say something like, "Excuse me, sefior. 
Please remove your foot from my testes.” 
The deal: $480 per person, including 
accommodations. International Sports and 
Leisure: 011-44-1705-200-400 


33 MASTER ANCIENT SEX ARTS 
If you can't find your girlfriend’s G-spot with 
a map and a miner's lamp, then go East, 
young man—to learn the ancient Eastern art 
of tantric sex. In these nationwide 
workshops, you and your partner observe 
demonstrations on tantric technique and G- 
spat-location (live porno), do homework 
assignments (have lots of sex) and focus your 
chakras (New Agey crap you can ignore) to 
become all-night orgasm machines. 








me . ave Die TOF rent. 


Bob waves goodbye to his loved ones 


The deal: Starts at $400. Tantra.com: 
800-982-6872 


| BURN MONSTER SPLEEFS 

Amsterdam's annual High Times Cannabis 
Cup offers a week of informative seminars 
and workshops on the medicinal and 
industrial uses of hemp and hashish, 
Apparently there are some other activities, 
but, uh, we can't remember what they are. 
We do know that 420Tours offers packages 


Fr 
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“otha a 


fram the Kilo, where you stay in a five-star 


hotel, down to the Gram, with bunks in what 


you might call a roach motel. 


The deal: Nov. 20-26; $849 to $1999, with 


airfare. 420Tours: 212-219-7000 
26 DRIVE A RACE CAR 


Man's primal drive has always been to take 
pole position. Learn how to get it in three 
days, as you and up to 10 other speed 


demons barrel a GT through the winding, two 


and a half mile Road Atlanta course at 125 
mph. After 27 hours and 300 miles, you'll 
be licensed to race with the pros. 

The deal: $2,195. Panoz Racing School: 
: 770-967-7208 


37 DROWN IN BEER 
Beer snobs head to 
Kentucky's Oldenberg 









brews, but Club 
Getaway's Beer Camp, 
a with its 24-brew 
selection, has something 
Oldenberg hasn't got: single 
women (that’s single women 
drinking lots of beer). Join them at this 
Club Med-style Connecticut retreat for fun 
and games, then follow the crowds to the 
BLT party—as in Black Tie, Lingerie & Toga. 
The deal: July 30-Aug. 1; $375, with food/ 
lodging. Club Getaway: 800-6-GETAWAY 


38 GET FUNNIER OVERNIGHT 
Your mom may think you're a riot, but finger 
puppets only go so far. Put yourself in the 
hands of the L.A. troupe that honed the 

humor of Phil Hartman, Jon Lovitz and Lisa 
Kudrow. Your gang can customize a weekend 


with improv and sketch courses that will help 


you come up with insults on the spot instead 
of the next morning. 

The deal: Starts at $200 per person. The 
Groundling Theater School: 323-934-9700 


39 HUNT BUFFALO 

Perhaps you've been staring at your living- 
room wall and thinking: You know what this 
needs? A gigantic wild-boar head. Dale 
Hedgpeth’'s worldwide outfitters will help 
you hunt down any of 243 species in 21 
countries. Our picks for wicked 
weekend trophies: buffalo fram 
South Dakota ($1,500 for 

head, hide and horns; another 
$1,000 for the 500 pounds of 
processed meat) and gators from 
Louisiana ($1,600). Or, for practice, 
hamsters from the pet store (34). 

The deal: Varies by destination. Hedgpeth's 
Adventures in Hunting: 253-770-0595 


40 SHOOT RAPIDS IN THE DARK 
If your tales of running Class V rapids get the 
ho-hum from your bar buds, try rafting down 
a river in the dark. Daryl Bangert will outfit 


Brewery with its 350-plus 







. 


©) DODGE KILLER TOMATOES 
In Spain you can join the mother of all 
food fights, La Tomatina, where 150,000 
ripe tomatoes become projectiles on the 
last Wednesday of every August. Since 
midcentury, some 20,000 people have 
been invading the wacky little town of 
Bufol for what the combatants say is a 
metaphor for liberty, peace and the 
pursuit of—oh, please. Who needs an 
excuse to splatter anything that moves 
with marinara sauce? 

The deal: Aug. 25, 11 A.M.-1 PM.; 
admission is free, Tourist Office of Spain: 
212-265-8822 


you with high-tech night-vision gopeles that 
turn a pitch-black mountain canyon into a 
ereen-lit commando landscape. The two-hour 
float down the Colorado River comes with 
some Class Il rapids and enough extra-large- 
animal sightings to make anyone uneasy 
about spending a night in the 
S «@ woods alone. 
The deal: $89 per 
expedition. Lakota River 
Guides: 800-274-0636 


42 TEST YOUR GRIT 
Do you crumble when your 
girlfriend asks where you were 
last night? Let Team Delta stiffen that 
upper lip. Former Special Forces members 
rant, rave and apply “pain as necessary” 
until you cough up top-secret info (which you 
were told when you arrived). No one yet has 
lasted through three days at the undisclosed 
Georgia location without giving it up. 
The deal: Sept. 24-26; $695, including food 
and lodging. Team Delta: 877-55-DELTA 























43 FLY A MIG 

If you ever doubted who won the Cald War, 
you can round up a platoon of Americans, 
invade Moscow's Zhukovsky Air Base and 
take a MiG-25 up to 75,000 feet at Mach 2. 
During each 30-minute flight, a Russian 
copilot has driver's ed-style controls to make 
Sure you don't nose-dive into the Kremlin. 
The deal: Starts at $12,000, with lodging. 
Incredible Adventures: 800-644-7382 





By Sky Shineman and Dawn Yanek, with additional 
reporting by lan Belcher and Adam Slutsky. 






















The AtoZ 
Of Outdoor Sex 


- dt’s the most thrilling sex’you’ll ever have, but 

¢. it’s riddled with danger. Whether it’s how to 
ss avoid getting a sunburnt butt or caught 
‘on camera, Stuff gives you everything you need 
__ to make outdoor sex safe, make it hot and make 
- ___ it-happen. So what are you waiting for? 

| By Lisa Sussman and Caramel Quin 


we . Photographs by Sergio Veranes_ 





IS FOR AMUSEMENT PARK 


It may violate Disney's code of ethics, 
but amusement-park sex—from hanky- 
panky on the log flume to Mr. Toad’s Wild 
Ride—can double the thrills. “Rides like 
roller coasters and haunted houses give us a 
surge in adrenaline and endorphins, which 
can make us feel more lusty,” explains Judy 
Kuriansky, Ph.D., author of The Complete 
Idiot's Guide to Dating. Here are the 
country's top scream machines for making 
her throw up her hands and say “Wheeeee!” 
Paramount's Kings Island's Beast 
This monster clocks in at a whopping 3 
minutes and 40 seconds each ride—plenty 
of time for one of you, anyway. 

Coney Island's Cyclone It’s old and 
rickety—ideal for v-v-v-v-v-vibrations. 
Disneyland's Big Thunder Mountain 

It's got a plethora of dark tunnels for you to 
make your move. 

Walt Disney World’s Space Mountain 

It hurls you-into dark space, where Earth’s 
draconian perversion laws no longer apply. 


IS FOR BOAT 

Waves add to the pleasure of outdoor 
sex—it's like doing it on a water bed, only 
with a salty taste in the air. Catamarans are 


the most comfortable because the material 


between the two hulls acts like a 
trampoline, but they offer no privacy. 
Canoes are just silly. Sailing dinghies are 


_ cramped, but you'll be stable as long as you 


stay along the center line (the line that runs 
from the front to the rudder). “Do it doggy 
style over the thwart [a bench that runs side 
to side, across the middle of the boat],” 
advises Mike, 32. “And keep your heads 
down—the boom on these boats can catch 
you by surprise. My favorite thing about 
onboard sex is that there are lots of 
possibilities. My girlfriend likes to bite on 
the ropes.” Just don’t tie her up—you're on 
a freakin’ boat, remember? 


IS FOR.CAB 
Doing the backseat boogie in a taxi is 


“perfect for starter exhibitionists—only one - 


complete stranger gets to watch your naked 


_gymnastics, and he’s getting paid. “This guy 


and girl asked. me to drive around Central 
Park slowly until they said to stop,” said one 
New York City cabbie. “I did, thinking they 


* just wanted a romantic drive through the 


park, and the next thing - knew, they were 
having sex inthe backseat. When they 
finished, the son of a bitch only gave me a 
60-cent tip!” - ae 





Outdoor Action 


A luckier cab driver divulged this story: 
“These two completely drunk women were 
on their way home, fooling around in the 
back of my cab. | heard ‘em talking, saying 
they only had 10 bucks between them and 
they were only halfway home. So they 
continued to fool around loudly so I'd look. 
When we arrived at the destination, they 
pave me the 10 bucks and | let ‘em go." 

According to Allan Fromberg of the New 
York City Taxi and Limousine Commission, 
which regulates 12,187 cabs, no driver has 
ever complained or notified the police about 
passengers having sex in his backseat. 


)IS FOR DUNES 


Beaches are hot spots for outdoor sex. 
You're on vacation and feeling relaxed: 
she's wearing next to nothing and is well 
oiled, But there are hazards. Mr. Sun can 
fry pasty, white nether flesh in just five 
minutes. Get under an umbrella or slather 
SPF 2000 where the sun don’t normally 
shine. Sunstrake and dehydration are a 
concern if you're Marathon Man, so make 
sure to drink plenty of fluids. (Rum runners 
don't count—alcohol makes dehydration 
worse.) Finally, there's the sand. Stray 
grains in his-and-hers crevices drain the joy 
out of a romp in the dunes. lf you weren't 
clever or presumptuous enough to bring a 
huge beach towel, avoid flyaway sand by 
setting Up camp near the surf, where the 
sand is wet and firm. 


f= 1S FOR ELEVATOR 

@ In the middle of a crowd at the World 
Trade Center ts fine for a Red Shoe Diaries 
fantasy, but a more realistic option is to 
smuggle her into your office building and 
ride up and down (sorry) late at night. But 
just because the guys in the office have 
gone home, it doesn't mean you won't get 
caught by a cleaning guy—or a camera. 
Don't forget to drape something over the 
closed-circuit camera; if you can't see It, 
it's behind one of the panels in the ceiling. 

If you'd prefer to hit the emergency- 

stop button for a stationary ride, find an 
older building—new or renovated ones 
often have an emergency phone that will 
call out a police rescue team in as little as 
five minutes. With older models, it can take 
up to two hours for a mechanic to respond, 
according to Bob Farley, deputy director for 
the National Association of Elevator Safety 
Authorities in Phoenix, That's plenty of time 
to find everyone's underwear and pet your 
stones straight. 
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faiS FOR GORE-TEX 


Outdoor sex is a highly specialized 
activity, made much easier by highly 
practical apparel. Think zips, snaps, Velcro 
and Gore-tex, and head straight for the 
nearest hiking store for these provisions: 
8 A rainproof, fleece-lined jacket to keep 
both your butts dry. 

m@ Pants that offer instant access and are 
easy to take off. We're talking basketball 
warm-ups with snaps down the sides. 

m@ Underwear i5 useless; leave it at home. 
mw Condoms are helpful to avoid getting 
gunk on your gear, 

m if she wants a little privacy, the Camelot 
Instant Tent ($130; 305-477-8080) is an 
instant outdoor boudoir. It's a two-person 


hideaway that comes in a circular flat pack. 


To put it up, unzip the bag and throw the 
tent into the air—instant erection! 


ey IS FOR HARLEY 


Get the nght bike and you can work 
your lady up to a sex grenade primed for 
explosion. If she’s dressed for the job 
(micro skirt, no underwear) and your bike's 
got grunt, a little pillion ride round the 
block is the perfect setup for some serious 
ficky-fick When you get back home. The 
trick is to pick one with a strong, heavy 
vibration—hence the Harley (although an 


IS FOR FIFTY 

YARD LINE 
Doing it at midfield is the 
fantasy combo of sex and 
sports. If your team wins, it’s a 
great way to celebrate. If your 
team loses, it’s a great way to 
revive your spirits. “There was 
an intense rivalry between my 
college and a neighboring 
one,” says Donna, 22. “So 
when our football team won a 
playoff game at the last 
second, hundreds of people 
crashed the field. It was 
mayhem. My boyfriend was 
jammed up against me, and | 
could feel his erection. | was 
so excited, | didn’t even think 
about it. | reached behind and 
unzipped him, pulled up my 
skirt, and shoved him inside of 
me. We climaxed in seconds. 
Our coats were covering us, $0 
| don't think anyone noticed. It 
sure beat getting drunk at the 
Campus bar!" 


old British twin like the Triumph Bonneville 
is even better). Avoid modern four-cylinder 
Japanese bikes; their high-frequency 
vibrations are too smooth. If you don't own 
a love machine of your own, try renting. 
Cruise America (800-327-7799) rents 
bikes for less than $100 per day. 


w IS FOR 1-95 


@ Full-on sex while driving is dangerous 
and irresponsible, so don’t do tt. 

Getting a driver’s-side hummer is another 
matter. Says Kate, 27; “We were on our 
way home from a party, | leaned over and 
started sucking my boyfriend off. | didn’t 
even stop when we drove through the toll 
booth. | was so horny knowing he was 
struggling to keep his eyes on the road. 
That was just a challenge for me to make it 
really hot.” Here are the rules of the road: 
@ Don't be a hero—set the cruise control, 
@ Keep both hands on the wheel and both 
eyes on the road. 

@ Watch out for bumps, animal crossings 
and sudden stops (you don’t want to 
Bobbitt yourself). 

Try not to squeeze your eyes shut for 
more than two seconds, 

B if you happen to be in an 18-wheeler, 
don't forget to yank on the air horn when 
you're done. 
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Outdoor Action 
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IS FOR LAWS 


Sex in public is usually considered 
a misdemeanor and results in a small 
fine and probation. But there are towns 
to watch out for, says Robert Wayne 
Pelton, author of Loony Laws That You 
Never Anew You Were Breaking. \t's 
currently illegal to... 
@ Have sex in a car in Carlsbad, New 
Mexico, during lunch breaks unless the 
vehicle has curtains. 
@ Sound the horn while you're doing the 
deed inside a vehicle in Liberty Corner, 
New Jersey. 
@ Have sexual relations with a 
porcupine in Florida. 
M@ Have sex with a truck driver in a toll 
booth in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. 
@ Masturbate while watching two people 
have sex in a car in Clinton, Oklahoma. 
@ Have sex in a store's walk-in meat 
freezer in Newcastle, Wyoming. 
B@ Shoot off a gun while your fernale 
partner is having an orgasm in 
Connorsville, Wisconsin. 
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WIS FOR JAIL YARD 


Better left unsaid. If you find yourself in 
this unfortunate situation, we're sure the 
locals will show you what to do. 


IS FOR K-Y 


“Women like the thrill of outdoor sex, 
but the circumstances can stop them from 
petting wet enough, warns sex therapist 
Sandra A. Davis, Ph.D. Plan ahead by 
picking up a lube tube, But not just any 
lube. Petroleum-based products like 
Vaseline eat condoms for lunch; you want 
K-Y jelly. (Sixty-cent, single-use packages 
are available from Good Vibrations, 800- 
289-8423.) If you're out in the field with 
nothing in your pockets (or without pants, 
for that matter), saliva will work. 


IS FOR MILE-HIGH CLUB 


For official membership, you must 
have penetrative sex at an altitude of no 
less than 5,280 feet (a mile high) in an 
airplane (doing it in a Denver hotel doesn't 
count). Here’s how to earn your wings. 
Step 1 Get a long flight. Red eyes and 
transatlantic flights offer the best 
opportunities; most passengers will be 
sleeping. Ask for seats at the back so you 
can monitor lavatory traffic. 

Step 2 Foreplay. Nab blankets and wait till 
the movie starts (so you're not interrupted 
by meal or beverage service). Warm her up 
with some under-the-blanket groping. 

Step 3 Head for the honeymoon suite. 
Go to the bathroom separately. Entering her 
from behind is the best limited-space 
position, but make sure to put the lid on 
the toilet first or Someone's gonna get a 
foot stuck (or worse, sucked down there). 
Step 4 Escape. Don't light a postcoital 
cigarette, or you're doomed. Just walk 
calmly out of the bathroom, hanging your 
heads in shame to avoid the glares of the 
anery line outside the door. 

To cheat, check oul www.milehighclub, 
com for custom-sex airlines like Fantasies 
Aloft in California (408-275-8500), which 
offers a featherbed mattress on its $450, 
one-hour flight over the coast. You'll be in 
the club, but you'll get an asterisk. 


ra iS FOR ORGASMS 


Remember the element of disguise: 
"Keep your eyes open, breathe through your 
nose, keep your mouth shut tight, and pray 
no cops are nearby,” says Sari Locker, 
author of The Complete /diot’s Guide to 
Amazing Sex. lf you're in a public place, 


morph squeals that can't be suppressed 
into fake laughter or pretend yawns, which 
let you to cover up those facial! distortions 
with a hand. Or, ad-lib around it: Art-gallery 
climaxes, for example, can be easily 
concealed with verbal trickery such as: 
“Qohhaahhohhahh...what a lovely Degas!” 


PRIS FOR PUBLIC 
TRANSPORTATION 


You get a rush from finishing the crossword 
on the commute home? Look around you, 
Bub—everyone else on the train/bus/ 
whatever 1s adding 30 minutes to their 
daily sex prind. 

“| love my bus ride home,” says Jake, 
32. “| meet up with my girlfriend, and 
because we're al the beginning of the route, 
we can usually nab two seats in the back. 
She puts her head on my lap and pulls my 
jacket over her like she's going to sleep— 
except I'm getting the best blow job ever. | 
once tried going down on her, but the 15- 
minute commute isn’t long enough for her.” 

“One time, on my way to work, the 
subway was packed and | couldn't get near 
a pole,” says Amy, 23. “The only thing 
holding me up was my boyfriend, who was 
behind me. Whenever we screeched to a 
stop, I'd fall back and he'd steady me by 
putting his hands on my waist. After a few 
times, | didn't right myself and he didn't 
take his hands off of me. His hands slid 
down my thighs and around to my crotch. | 
orgasmed just as we reached my stop.” 


rRIS FOR QUICKIES 


' Surprise! “Lots of women find quick 
sex fun, arousing and adventurous,’ says 
Lonnie Barbach, Ph.D., author of Turn Ons: 
Pleasing Yourself While You Please Your 
Lover. The problem is raising the subject 
tactfully. While any old thing will turn guys 
on—the first whiff of spring’s cut grass, a 
sea breeze, paint drying—sadly, it’s not so 
for women. So we have convince them that 
it’s an incredible idea to have sex right this 
second, on this ant hill, with her parents 
and priest within spitting distance. 

Begging for sex is normally very 
pathetic, but in this case you have to make 
it clear that you're desperate; she’s turned 
you into a weakling, and you'll die if you 
don't close the deal immediately. Use 
strong, sexy language, but avoid macho 
words, (No woman has ever gone for a 
quickie with a guy who can’t wait to “bang” 
her.) And don't be too forceful, or she'll 
think you're a schmuck. > 


\.) 
“APIS FOR NATURE. 
Mother Nature tan bea ples 
"bitch. “Wa were hiking-and thought it'd 
~ _ Be sexy to make!l ‘love in the-wild”? — < 
Ct srecalls-Robin, 24.4 ended up with £ 
ee ‘twigs up my ass, and we both were 
* eaten, aliyesby mosquitoes.” To es 
“eatuce at bay and ensure a repeat, s) 
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(IS FOR 
_ UNDERWATER 
Whether it's in the blue Caribbean 
underwater sex has a special thrill, 
Because you're floating, your 
repertoire of sexual positions can 
expand to include the stuff that 
Olympic gymnasts can only dream 
of. Enjoy—and try not to drown. 
Some tips about... 

m Condoms. They're notoriously 
difficult to put on in water, so 
rubber up beforehand. It's also 
worth giving her some lube—her 
natural lubrication will WaShaWay 
quickly in the water, leading iia 
nasty date with friction. ” 

m Shrinkage. “The penis doesplt 
actually Shrink—the muscles in the 
scrotum contract and pull the penis 
in toward the pubic bone,” says 
Gerald Hoke, M.D., chief urologist 
at Harlem Hospital. “The water 
needs to be under 60 degrees 
Fahrenheit forithe refléx to kick in; 
it reverses as soon as you warm up 
again.” Good news if you're in a 
heated pool (most are kept at 
around 75°F); bad news if you're 
in the cold, cruel sea. 





































ip IS FOR REST ROOM 


The beauty of public toilets is that 
there are a lot of them, which means you're 
never more than five minutes from a hot- 
sex venue. Listening to and smelling other 
rest-room inhabitants, though, can be a 
real passion killer, so always go for a 
private toilet—they're usually earmarked for 
the disabled. There's more room, and you 
also avoid the whazz and fart concerto 
common to the men's room and the 
incessant women's room chatter about 
periods and lipstick, which may make you 
swear off the fairer sex for life. 


= 1S FOR STANDING 


It's a backbreaker, but you've got to 
master the moves if you have any hope of 
outdoor-sex success, Working out is key, so 
get thee to the gym and sexercise. 

@ You need powerful thighs. Do squats with 
free weights: Hold a weight over your 
shoulders and then squat down, keeping 
your back straight and using only your legs. 
Repeat 10-15 times daily. 

@ if you want to lift her up so she can wrap 
her legs around you, do bicep curls. 

m@ If you're planning to support her weight 
during sex, you'll need to strengthen your 
lower back. Do ski squats, which also work 
those all-important thighs: Lean your back 
against a wall, and then squat down until 
your legs are at a right angle to your 
body—as if you were sitting in an 
imaginary chair. Hold for two minutes or as 
long as you can take it. 


IS FOR TIMES SQUARE 


Crowds are a great way to hide what 
you're up to, but make sure you pick the 
right kind of crowd. Times Square on 
December 31, 1999: good, Funeral: bad. 


IS FOR WATCHING 

With the widespread use of closed- 
circuit-TV security cameras, voyeurism and 
exhibitionism have gone high-tech. Whether 
it's a lobby or a parking lot, chances are 
that someone's recording your every 
perverted move. You probably don’t care if 
anyone sees your bare ass, but she 
probably will—so it's up to you to keep her 
from throwing in the towel. 

“My boyfriend and | were halfway 
through having a quickie up against a fence 
in a parking lot when we saw the camera," 
says Anne, 24. “l wanted to stop, but he 
persuaded me to carry on. Then he 
whispered that someone was watching us. | 


can’t explain it, but | got really excited 
thinking of a stranger getting off watching 
us. It was like | was putting on a show.” 
(Visit our Web site, www.stuff-mag.com, for 
unauthorized tapes of Anne's performance.) 


IS FOR XEROX MACHINE 


im Whether it’s with your girlfriend or that 
cute blonde in accounting, office sex is a 
must. But be careful on that copier. “The 
ones to avoid are the Canons,” warns one 
photocopier repairman. “They have 2mm- 
thick glass; most other companies use 3 or 
4mm. | was once called out to an office 
where a couple had been sitting ona 
Canon and the glass just shattered under 
them. Painful, That wouldn't have 
happened on a Ricoh!” 

A safer and sexier option is the boss’ 
desk. It's bigger, more comfortable and just 
think about how good you'll feel the next 


IS°FOR 
VOLKSWAGEN 
Having sex in a small car 
isn't easy, so be creative: 
@ Don't attempt driver's- 
| peste wheel is a 


Our sé 
windows: — 


shape is great for 
rooftop sex: her arched 
over it on her back, 
with her feet on the 
hood. Now that's 
the proper use of a 
lovebug! 





time he calls you in there to chew you out 
about something. Take a Polaroid camera 
with you and take a snap beforehand, so 
you can put everything back in the right 
place afterward. 


VIS FOR YARD 

As Dorothy would say. “There's no 
place like home.” After you've had wild 
public sex all over the world, there's 
nothing more relaxing than doing the deed 
in your own backyard. Fooling around on a 
sunny day when you're sunbathing ts great, 
but don’t limit it to that. Next time you're 
petting down to it late at night, sneak 
outside and do it up against the outside of 
your building. And don’t forget to say hi to 
the neighbors from the guys at Stuff! 


ry iS FOR ZAMBONI 
Yeah, right. We wish. @ 











_ REALITY BITES 


“1 Took On a Voican 


‘Gordon Cole hiked upto 
the rim of a Philippine crater 
Then it erupted. 
As told to John Parrish = 
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s | scrambled over loose 
rock and grass to the 
volcanic peak of Mount 
Canlaon, my heart 

pounded fiercely, not 

from effort or fear, but 
from anticipation. I'd trekked 15 miles to 
get here, and my entire body was buzzing 
with excitement. At the shark-toothed rim, | 
looked down into the crater, a 300-yard 
drop—if | slipped, I'd plunge the equivalent 
of three football fields and vanish into the 
carpet of white mist. It looked incredibly 
peaceful. The possibility that Canlaon could 
erupt didn’t even enter my head. 

Canlaon, on the Philippine island of 
Negros Occidental, had erupted more than 
a dozen times this century, but it was now 
considered safe. In the summer of 1996, 
when | was 25, my friend Julian Green and 
| decided to take on the 8,134-foot peak, 





known locally as Devil Mountain. Neil 
Perez, president of the Negros Climbing 
Club, came along as our guide. We set out 
on a Thursday, heading into the heart of 
the rain forest. Three days later we reached 
the muddy slopes below the crater rim. 

Just before the summit there's a large 
boulder, and local custom says you must 
hug it to appease the spirits before going 
on. A little self-conscious, we all hugged 
the rock for luck. Nei] and Julian removed 
their backpacks for the final haul to the 
top, but | kept mine on to carry my camera 
and water. This may have saved my life. 

At the rim of the crater, we met 10 
Belgians and four Filipino guides. | was 
annoyed—we hadn't seen any other 
climbers for days, and then, at the top, we 
bumped into these guys. It felt like they 
had invaded our mountain. Still, we shared 
some water with them and talked as we all 


Canlaon on the 
day of the 
eruption; 
(inset) Cole 
withstood 
those clouds 





took photographs of the stunning views. At 
around 2:30 PM. we started to descend. 
The Belgians spread out along the path 
before us. | was 50 yards down the slope, 
Neil at my side and Julian just behind me, 
when | heard a deafening noise like an 
earth-shattering clap of thunder. | looked 
over my shoulder and saw that the blue sky 
had been obliterated by a plume of ash. 

When you think of volcanoes, you think 
of lava, but we didn't see any. Instead, the 
earth around us was getting bombarded by 
rocks, which arced through the sky at 
tremendous speeds as if they'd been shot 
from cannons. Some were as big as 
armchairs, crashing into the mountainside 
and bounding down the slope. 

| ran, heading for the tree line about 
300 yards down. Over the roar of the 
eruption, | could hear the Belgians 
screaming in terror. | got about 20 yards 
before a boulder knocked me to the ground. 
| curled into a ball and put my hands over 
my neck to keep it from getting crushed. 
scalding rocks pummeled my backpack, my 
arms, hands and legs, blistering my skin. It 
felt like someone was pounding me with a 
sledgehammer. 


The first wave of terror 


As suddenly as it started, the rock shower 
stopped. When | tried to stand, a searing 
wind slammed into me with such force that 
it knocked me flat. Everything went black 
as | was engulfed by what | later learned 
was a pyroclastic flow—a high-density 
mixture of hot rock fragments, gases and 
ash. | couldn't see a thing. The air scorched 
my skin and lungs. Breathing was 
excruciating. Putting my hands over my 
face didn't help. | started to suffocate and 
felt myself getting light-headed. | had an 
overwhelming feeling of sadness. | realized 
| was going to die there—right then. 

Just as | was drifting into 
unconsciousness, | felt a cool breeze on my 
back, caught my breath and realized that 
the ash cloud was clearing, The sky was 
still pitch-black, with visibility down to 
about three yards, and carelessly | stood up 
and began walking. | stumbled and fell over 
some rocks, and discovered that | had 
stopped about two inches from the edge of 
a steep cliff. Another step and | would have 
plunged to my death. 

After a few minutes, | found the path 
we'd been following before the eruption. It 
led to a natural grass hollow, about the size 
of a small bedroom. From inside the hollow 


“The air 
scorched my Skin 
and lungs. | 
realized was 
going to die 
there—right then.” 


_ 


| couldn't see the volcano crater, which was 
fine by me since there was an immense 
mushroom cloud of ash billowing a mile up 
into the sky from its mouth. 

Two of the Belgians had also taken 
cover in the hollow, a blond girl and a guy 
named Philipe. Both were covered in blood. 
Philipe’s left arm had snapped above and 
below the elbow, and | could see white 
bone protruding through the skin. 

As reality set in, | realized | hadn't seen 
my climbing partners. | called for them, but 
heard only the cries of a woman. | ventured 
out of the hollow to search for her, About a 
hundred yards back toward the crater | 
found Caroline, a Belgian. She was crying 
because she thought her leg was broken, 
she looked like a ghastly old woman. Gray 


ash covered her hair and skin, turning black 
where it mixed with blood from her injures, 
| carried her back to the hollow to find that 
the blond girl had fled, abandoning Philipe. 


shock sets in 
| tried to make Caroline comfortable and 
attempted to fashion a sling for Philipe with 
clothes from my backpack. !t was a horrific 
scene. All of us were covered in blood, 
burns, blisters and the gray volcanic asn 
that now smothered the landscape. 
Minutes later, two of the Filipino guides 
appeared, carrying a Belgian kid named 
Frederick. The Filipinos had escaped 
serious injury and had searched for 





survivors. Frederick looked like he was 
going to die: He was badly burned all over 
his head and face, his wrist was broken, 
and one of his lungs had been pierced by a 
broken rib. As he fought for breath, he was 
going into a severe panic attack. 

We had no idea how many of the other 
hikers had made it safely into the trees, so 
the Filipinos went out to look for more 
survivors. They found Julian about 50 yards 
from the summit. One of his hips had 
snapped and was poking through the skin. 
The bone was protruding from his right 
arm, and he was losing blood. They carried 
him back to the hollow, where | made a 
splint for his arm from tent poles. “You're 
going to be all right,” | told him. 

“No, I'm not,” he replied. “This is 
serious.” A medical student, he refused to 
take the strong painkillers I'd found in one 
of the backpacks because they'd cloud his 
thinking, and he wanted to stay alert. 

Compared with the others, my injuries 
were trivial—cuts, burns, bruises, damaged 
knees and a sprained ankle. But running 
away Was never a serious consideration. | 
couldn't have left people in that state. 
Anyway, although the eruption had 
subsided, | didn't think I'd get far before 
the volcano blew again, and that would kill 
me as surely as staying in the hollow. The 
Filipinos seemed to think the same, 
because they didn't stray far. So it was up 
to us to help the others. Julian, Frederick > 
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Volcanologist Dr. John B. Murray 
walks into volcanoes for a living. 


ry Rae = Just how hot is the 
Rs lava you scoop up? 
Up to 1,800 degrees. 


Is that tricky? It can 
move at up to 20 feet per 
second, so it can be. 


How close do you get? Six feet. You 
have to get close enough to push a 
testing fork in. 


Ever get too close for comfort? One 
time on Mt. Etna in Sicily, | actually 
stepped in some molten lava by 
accident. I’m color-blind, so in bright 
sunlight | can't really see whether rock 
is red or not. The underside of my 
boots melted off after about a second. | 
pulled my feet away just in time. 


Don't you wear protection? You're 
supposed to wear asbestos boots, but | 
only wear rubber climbing shoes. 
There's a great big asbestos suit that 
covers you entirely, but it gets so 
horrifically hot in those suits that | try 
to avoid them. 


So, in a manner of speaking, you go 
in naked? No. I've got this steel shield, 
about six feet tall, that | stick in the 
ground and hide behind. 





Reality Bites 


and Caroline were at risk of going into 
shock, and | knew that could kill them. | 
tried to Keep everyone talking, to get their 
minds off what had happened. 


The darkest hours 


Nearly half an hour later, the Filipino guys 
finally recovered Neil from the slopes. His 
right hand was completely mangled and 
hanging by a tendon. His legs were in a 
terrible state, too. It was obvious he'd lost 
too much blood to make it. When he lost 


HOW IT GETS YOU 






Despite what you see in the movies, 
lava flows are the least dangerous 
volcanic hazard. They may reach 
1,800 degrees, but they move 
s-l-o-w-l-y, Here are the ways you're 
more likely to buy the molten farm. 


YOU FRY You'l! crackle inside and out 
when the high-density avalanche of hot 
rock fragments, ash and hot gases in a 
pyroclastic flow invades your throat and 
lungs. In 1902, one such flow from 
Monte Pelee on the island of Martinique 
killed 29,000 people. 


YOU SUFFOCATE AND MELT 
Volcanoes spew gases up to 1,835 
degrees Fahrenheit. And that’s not the 
worst of it. If odorless carbon monoxide 
and carbon dioxide don’t sneak up and 
choke you, the sulfur dioxide can mix with 
water vapor and turn into acid rain that 
strips off your skin. If you sniff rotting 
eggs, you're still safe; it's when you can't 
smell the gas that you can kiss your flesh 
goodbye. In 1986, 1,700 people died 
when the volcanic Lake Nyos in 
Cameroon, West Africa, belched a cloud 
of carbon dioxide. 
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consciousness, there was nothing we could 
do for him. He died around 4 PM. It 

sounds very cold, but it wasn't a big, awful 
moment when he passed. It was obviously 


poing to happen, and my main concern was 


keeping his death from the others because 
of the additional shock tt would cause. | 


dragged Neil away from the hollow, covered 


him and told the others he was resting. 
There was no time to dwell on his death. | 
was too busy feigning confidence that we'd 
get through this thing. 


“ep ee 


YOU GET PUMMELED AND CRUSHED 
Duck-and-cover won't cut it when insanely 
hot rocks (more than 1,000 degrees 
Fahrenheit), varying in size from pea to 
Pontiac, blast out of a volcano at speeds 
reaching 200 yards per second. 
Hotfooting it out of there probably won't 
do you much good: Small rocks can travel 
as far as a couple of miles before conking 
you. Rock bombardment took out about 
10,000 people when Indonesia's Tambora 
exploded in 1815. 


YOU GET BURIED 

Picture a mile-wide raging river of mud, 
rock and water, hurtling toward you at 30 
mph. Now pray that you never actually 
see one of these. Otherwise your last sight 
would be a lahar, a volcanic landslide 
most often triggered when eruptions melt 
snow and ice and all hell breaks loose. |n 
1985 a lahar on Nevado del Ruiz in 
Colombia buried 23,000 people in the 
town of Armero. 


Over the next few hours, Julian started 
to deteriorate and became incoherent. | 
held his hand and tned to reassure him 
everything would be OK, but he knew it 
wouldn't be. His breathing grew weaker, 
and then he slipped into unconsciousness. 
He died around 6:30 PM. 

As the crater continued to spew plumes 
of ash, | kept telling myself that more of us 
would die here and some would survive. 
My focus had to be on staying alive and 
helping the Belgians survive. That kept me 





Make an ash out of yourself 


YOU GET SUCKED IN The giant ash 
plumes spewed by erupting volcanoes 
contain fragments of rock and lava called 
tephra. Not only do these fragments— 
some like fine shards of glass—choke you; 
they also choke jet turbines. In 1989 a 
passenger plane flying at 28,000 feet over 
Redoubt Volcano in Alaska lost power in 
all engines when ash from an eruption 
was sucked in. Power was regained just 
above nearby mountain peaks, narrowly 
averting disaster. 


going. As | drageed Julian's dead weight 
away from the hollow, his broken bones 
ground together. | can still remember that 
sound. | covered him like Neil and then told 
the others he was sleeping, too. 

| glanced at the two Filipino guides, 
who were standing still in terror, looking 
back at the crater. A fresh plume of hot ash 
was billowing from it. “Now we should 
pray,” one of them said. 

This is it, | thought. There's going to be 
another eruption and we'll all die. I'm an 
atheist, so | didn’t pray. | was terrified, but 
'd pretty much accepted our fate. All | 
could comfort myself with was the thought 
that at least my death was going to happen 
while | had been climbing, while doing 
something | loved. 

But the ash only led to an amazing 
sunset in the fiery, fierce sky. Anywhere 
else in the world it would have been 
beautiful, but here it looked angry, 
dangerous and terrifying. 


The deadly cold night 


As darkness fell, the prospect of spending 
the entire night on the volcano seemed 
grim. The Belgians were barely holding on. 
When | left the hollow to relieve myself, 
they became extremely upset because they 
thought | was deserting them. As the 
temperature dropped, | searched through 
abandoned packs for extra clothes for 
everyone, and we huddled together in pairs 
for warmth. It had become bitterly cold and 
there was a strong chance that after 
surviving the initial blast we might now all 
die of hypothermia. 

We talked through the night to make 
time pass quicker. At dawn on Sunday 
morning, | heard the distinctive sound of 
helicopters. Two spiraled up the mountain 
and landed close to the hollow; it was like 
something out of a Vietnam movie. 

Until | sat in that helicopter, | still 
thought there was a fifty-fifty chance I'd die 
on the mountain. | even half expected the 
helicopter to crash when we took off. But | 
cant describe the joy | felt when we flew 
out over the cliff edge and left the volcano 
behind. Hugging Caroline and Frederick, | 
looked back at the smoking crater and felt 
enormous anger at what it had done to us 
and how it had taken the lives of Julian 
and Neil. One other Filipino guide had been 
Killed, and some survivors had injuries that 
might never completely heal. As | stared 
down at the volcano, | Knew how incredibly 
lucky we had been. 


If you see 
this, you're 
too close 
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And It as a Lovely Volcano View... 

Don't buy a summer home near any of these hot spots. Here are the four 

sleeping giants that'll do the most damage when they blow their tops again. 


Vesuvius, Italy More than 700,000 
people live near its slopes, and about 
three million people could get burned 
by an eruption. There were 20 major 
blasts between 1631] and 1944, but 
none since—which worries the experts. 
Over the previous 100 years it had 
erupted once every four to 10 years, so 
volcanic pressure could be building up 
to dangerous levels. 


Mount Rainier, United States 
This peak is capped with more glacier 
ice than the rest of the Cascades 
volcanoes combined, making potential 
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lahars—major mud slides made of 
volcanic debris and water—especially 
nasty. More than one million people in the 
Seattle-Tacoma, Washington, area live in 
Rainier'’s shadow, and many towns have 
been built on past lahars. When this one 
foes, it's gonna take more than a couple 
of Starbucks with it. 


Cotopaxi, Ecuador This sucker has 
erupted 50 times since 1738, and in 
1877 ash and lahars from one eruption 
reached the outskirts of the Ecuadorian 
capital Quito, 42 miles away. Yet tens of 
thousands have taken up residence in the 
path of potential destruction. The most 
recent eruption was in 1904, but 
between 1975 and 1976 there was an 
increase in steam emissions and small 
earthquakes around the volcano. 


Krakatoa, Indonesia The 1883 
eruption of Krakatoa was the greatest 
Volcanic explosion ever recorded. Rocks 
were hurled 34 miles, and more than 
36,000 people were killed by resulting 
tidal waves. Since 1978 there have been 
23 small eruptions, lava flows and ash 
eruptions. This is a bad thing. 
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Delaney 
undercover... 
but just barely 
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NYPD Blue’s Kim Delaney 
may not he a real cop, but she’s 
definitely New York's finest. 


By Joan Tarshis 
Photographs by Stephen Sigoloff 
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Traffic stops when 

Kim Delaney glides into a 
Los Angeles Italian 
restaurant that looks like a 
good place for a 
Godfather hit. But the red 
tablecloths, red sauces 
and Sinatra soundtrack all 
fade to black when every 
eye locks onto the 
ex-model, soap star and 
Emmy Award-winning sex 
bomb. You can almost 
hear the murmurs from 
the mobsters in the corner 
booths. “Ain’t that the 
broad who bags wise guys 
like groceries on 

NYPD Blue?” 
“Fuhgeddaboutit!” 


“I like to sleep with 
somebody. | love to 
be touching 
someone, even if 
it’s just a foot or 

a finger.” 





STUFF: Can you shoot a gun? 

KIM: Yes. I've learned how to shoot from 
the show. And one of my very first 
boyfriends pave me one—a silly little 
derringer. | really don’t know what he 
thought I'd do with it. 'd probably injure 
the guy who was accosting me and only 
make him more pissed off. But | enjoy 
shooting. It's a very powerful feeling, 


s: Can you handle your handcuffs? 

KD: | can use them almost as fast as real 
cops. But I'm dangerous: A bunch of 
times when I've banged them on, I've 
really hurt the actors | Was working with. 
They actually had bruises on their wrists. 
What | need is a set of velvet handcuffs. 


S: Now we're talking. Do you like men 
in uniform? 

KD: | like them better out of uniform. 
[Laughs] But, yes, | like them. | think 
cops get a bad rap. It's scary out there, 
and you just never know what's going to 
happen. They're there to make ws safe. 
They're putting their lives on the line 
every single day. | respect that. 


S: Have you ever pone out of your way to 
attract a cop's attention? 

KD: When | was about 14, I'd hang out 
on the boardwalk in New Jersey with 
some of my teenybopper girlfriends, just 
doing goofy stuff, and some of the cops 
would flirt with us. They were a lot older 
than we were, so that was a big deal. 


S: Do you ever get dirty fan mail? 

KD: There was one a year ago that was 
really raunchy and nasty. The person 
wrote about what he wanted to do to 
everyone in the cast, including Dennis 
Franz. That one went straight to security. 


S: Would you say you're a party girl? 
KD: When I'm drunk, | like to have a 
good time. | get playful. | don't like 
people who get emotional when they're 
drunk; it's sappy. 


S: Did you hang out with the cool crowd 
in high school? 

KD: Yeah, but only because | have four 
brothers who were into football. So | 
hung around with the football team, 
cheerleaders and people like that. 


Kim Delaney 


Ss: You're a puy's gal. 

KD: | like to be around guys. Guys are 
really fun. I'm with guys in the movie 
I'm shooting right now [Rules of 
Engagement with Tommy Lee Jones]! and 
on NYPD Blue. | like guys, and | like 
women who like guys. 


S: What's the craziest thing you've ever 
Potten away with? 

KD: | can get away with just about 
anything. | once smuggled in ganja for 
friends fram a Canbbean island because | 
looked so innacent. 


S: Sounds like you were one of those bad 
girls we were warned about. 

KD: No, | mostly did low-key stuff. | 
remember talking too much with my 
girlfriends in Catholic school and the nuns 
pulling us out of class and bonking our 
ponytails together. Only stuff like that, 


S: Have you ever been in a catfight? 
KD: One time. We were punching and 
scratching and pulling each other's hair, 
with everyone gathered around us to 
watch. It was a real girlie fight. 


S: How do you want a guy to go about 
seducing you? 

KD: A really nice dinner out somewhere, 
then maybe home for a glass of 
champagne and a bath in a candlelit 
room with romantic music playing—and 
rose petals on the bed, All those little 
things add up to a special ending. 


S: Would you ever date a short, bald guy 
with a beer belly? 

KD: | don’t mind if a guy is short or tall. 
But a beer belly...hmm, | don't Know. | 
think that might get in the way—slow 
you down when you're trying to round 
third base, if you know what | mean, 


S: What's your worst feature? 
KD: My hands. Absolutely. 


S: Your best? 
AD: My eyes. | used to think it was my 
back. | have a nice little mole near the top, 


s: Do you prefer to sleep alone? 

KD: No. | like to sleep with somebody, 

| love to be touching someone, even if 

it's just a foot or a finger. [> 


Kim Delaney 


S: Au natural? 
KD: | don’t like to sleep in anything—but | 
keep a robe nearby. 


S: What could we expect to find in your 
lingene drawer? 

KD: Lots of different colors. And | only 
wear thongs. I've heard that men like to see 
a panty line, but | hate ‘em. | don’t wear 
stockings unless | have to. | like a bare leg. 


Ss: What do you like in a guy? 

KD: | like guys who appreciate women. 
And they have to have a good sense of 
humor. | also like good dancers. 


S: Any bad dates? 

KD: Let's see. One guy showed up 
with...well, it wasn't really a purse, but it 
was a Satchel thing over his shoulder. | 
didn’t hear the end of it from my brothers. 


S: Ever have bad dreams? 

KD: When | was a child, | had this dream 
where there were spiders everywhere, all 
over—on the walls, on the floor, right next 
to me on the bed. A room covered with 
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spiders, and one giant one here [points to 
her belly]. | guess | had some anxiety. 


S: What was the worst job you ever had? 
KD: | never really had a bad job. | started 
modeling when | was very young, so | 
never had to have a real job. On only my 
third time out, | was booked for a shoot. | 
didn't realize how lucky | was at the time. 
Before that, my dad suggested that | 
become a court stenographer. He brought 
home the machine, so | started learning. 


S: Could you tell us something you've never 
told anybody? 

KD: Oh, sure, I’m just going to tell you 
something I’ve never told anybody and it 
will just be between us! 


S: Come on. 

KD: Well, | had an affair with my 
girlfriend's brother. | told her years later, 
and her reaction was, “Did you have fun?” 


S: Did you? 
KD: [Grins] | wouldn't have remembered it 
if | hadn't.... 
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take 


inside tips to heef up your culinary cool an 


you from microwave man to kitchen 


By Judy Dutton 


Photographs by Donald Miller 








When our furry forefathers 
skulled a woolly mammoth and 
dragged it back to the dugout to 
carve up for cutlets, the cave 
babes melted in their fig leaves. 
Here, Stuff restores proper 
chest-beating dignity to the art of 
cooking with high-octane 
recipes, bitchin’ kitchen gear— 
like toasters made by Porsche— 
and even a few cutting-edge 
knife tricks. Follow our recipe for 
Pie lo)palssidemelialalciamers|com tare) t 
should end over coffee and 
waffles and have her cooing to 
her friends, “And he can cook!” 
After all, you want to be the guy 
who not only brings home the 
bacon but also knows what to 
do with it. 


“Dishwasher? 
What 
dishwasher?" 


Global knives: Handle with care 
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ROAD TOAST Guys in Porsches burn 
rubbers with supermodels and laugh at 
their Pinto-piloting brethren. The rest of us 
can scratch that big-shot itch by buying 
this toaster. It turns out that F.A. Porsche 
has the hots for his morning bagel. So he 
cooked up a luxury ride for bread, designing 
this 16- by 6-inch toaster ($200; pictured 
above) with a soft-release mechanism to 
avoid that ugly “thwack!" when your toast 
pops out. If you want a cup of joe with that 
high-class toast, Porsche also makes a 
mean coffee machine ($225; top right). 
Toastmaster: 800-947-3744 


FLASHING BLADES The Germans 
have some souped-up products, but their 
old WWII buddies, the Japanese, are 
cutting into their territory. Not only do 
Global knives ($50-$100) and knife block 
($180; left) look mean, but these mini 
stainless steel samurai swords are carefully 
weighted to ensure perfect hand balance. 
The better to slaughter things with. 
Broadway Panhandler: 212-966-0121 





My other 
toaster's a 
Ferrari 


The Chop Shop 


Want to survive the enemy terrain known to most men as the kitchen? All you 
need is a simple battle plan, the right artillery and the guts to use ‘em. 


SHARP LOOKS The only thing a man 
with a steel knife has to be afraid of is a 
man with a ceramic knife. Steel's good, but 
ceramic offers moh for the money (that’s 
the unit of measure for hardness). Ceramic 
blades measure 8.2 mohs, while steel ones 
clock in at six. These knives ($39-$250; 
right) are so sharp, the manufacturer says 
they'll never dull. That's why they'll put on 
a new blade—free of charge—if you ever 
need it. One caveat: Ceramic’s less flexible 
than steel, so dropping it on the tile floor 
could chip your blade and shatter your 
heart. Kyocera: 800-537-0294 


BUZZ SAW This no-nonsense, nine-inch, 
stainless steel Ergo Electric Knife by 
Household Products ($25) hacks effortlessly 
through roasts, cakes, countertops and 
anything else that gets in its way. The 
lightweight, ergonomically designed handle 
makes it easy to wield all day without 
getting sore, so you'll have the stamina to 
brandish it at lingering dinner guests. 
Household Products: 800-231-9786 
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DAILY DISH The Mini-Maid dishwasher ee r ¥% 
(3349; far left) offers an alternative to a life Beans to cuppa 
of licking paper plates and styrofoam cups. joe in 60 seconds 


Measuring only about 20 by 20 inches, it 
can fit on your countertop, hold eight place 
settings and be connected straight to your 
kitchen faucet. Equator: 800-935-1955 


INTELLIGENT FORK Apart from 
calling Dionne Warwick or a Las Vegas 
oddsmaker, how can you possibly tell if a 
Steak is rare, medium or napalmed? Avoid 
the guesswork and a possibly debilitating 
case of trichinosis by poking around with 
TruCook’s ThermoFork ($25), which has a 
thermometer embedded in its prongs. Stab 
the meat in question, and within three to 
eight seconds, the display on the fork’s 
handle will give you the inside story. _ is = ; % ¢ ba 
TruCook: 888-568-2433 oe * 7 —— : =—-- me 

a — Steak syringe: It won’t leave track marks on the filet | 
HOT BEEF INJECTOR Julia Child once ) | . oe 


said, “Let your roast sit in a bowl of 





marinade just a few hours, eight to be cash), including Creole Butter, Roasted microwave, but with this, your roast won't 
exact." You don’t have time for that crap— Garlic with Herb, Teriyaki and Wild Game, taste like it was cooked at the Los Alamos 
and who the hell listens to Julia Child Cajun Marinade: 800-221-8060 test site. FlashBake heats food by using 
anyway? So why not tenderize your food light waves, a technology used in 

with techniques straight from smack alley? THE BRUSH-OFF Cleaning the kitchen restaurants that lets waiters turn over tables 
This syringe ($40; top right) allows you to comes just after prostate exam on our as quickly as they can count up their tips. 
marinate meat in less time than it would priority list. But the Black & Decker FlashBake: 800-THE-OVEN 

take you to overdose. You can also order it scumBuster ($40; bottom left), with its 








with specialty marinades (for a little extra assortment of kitchen brushes ($10), memes y_. Bs _— ’ 
scrubs for you, Flip the switch eS eS . 
and this bad boy rotates like a . 






Ceramic circular sander, cleaning 
knives: 
Chop till you pots, pans and sinks. It 
drop works off rechargeable 


batteries and is capable 
of full submersion so 
you won't get too 
charged by the 
experience, Black & 
Decker: 800-465-6070 


BBQ PAN When Mother 
Nature pisses on your 
parade, pull out Lodge's ol 

11-inch cast-iron grill 

($25; right), a frying 

pan that thinks it's a 

barbecue. Built like a 

battleship, this 
contraption brandishes raised = 
ridges that sear the meat and let 
the grease drip through, while 
Spitting back taste just like your 
favorite charcoal grill. Broadway 
Panhandler: 212-966-0121 


FAST FOOD For those who'd rather 


Brate their skin off with a potato peeler te 
than wait for their meal to cook, the i cocenenl 


FlashBake 120 oven ($1,500) cuts the —— 
time in half (with no preheating o 
required). It’s not quicker than a 





ScumBuster: Tough on nails 





“Honey, put...the pan...down.” > 
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Last time she 
slipped, she 
lost a button 


High-wire acts that make you look like the Evel Knievel of the kitchen. 


FIRE UP A FLAMBE 


@ Before spilling good booze (vodka, 
brandy or sherry), remove the pan from the 
stove-top flame. “If you pour the alcohol 
into the pan when it's directly over the 
flame, you'll involuntarily be sucking on the 
business end of a Molotov cocktail,” warns 
Marc Melillo, a chef at New York City’s 
supper Club. 

® Pour a small amount of the good stuff 
(about a shot glass full) into the pan and 
swirl it around. The heat will cause some of 
the alcohol to evaporate in a dramatic 
cloud—don't panic. 

® Holding the pan far enough away from 
your vitals as possible, tilt it toward the 
stove-top flame, getting the contents as 
close to the flame as you can without 
dumping them. If all goes well, the flame 
will catch a whiff of the alcohol vapor and 
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shoot off like a Roman candle. If your fire 
tricks go all too well and last for more than 
four seconds, you've started an inferno: 
Stop, drop and roll. 


FLIP A FLAPJACK 

@ Grease the pan so your pancake’s doing 
the backstroke in butter. 

© Cook the cake on low heat. This gives it 
time to firm up before you flip it. “The 
biggest mistake people make Is to try 
flipping a pancake that isn't firm enough. 
They get batter flying all over the place,” 
says superchef Melillo, 

© Tip your pan until the pancake is almost 
sliding off the edge. Then flick your wrist— 


not your whole arm—and complete the 180- 


degree rotation, making the pancake do a 
somersault. Push your heels together. Stand 
straight. Wait for the scores from the judges. 







JUGGLE KNIVES 

Some pointed advice: Use butter 
knives. Start with one in your right 
hand pointing 45 degrees to the left. 
With a deft wrist flick, throw the knife 
so that the top of its rotation reaches 
eye level. Catch it with your left hand. 
Then rotate the knife inward and 
release it 45 degrees to the right. 
Catch with your right hand. Practice 
until perfect. 

Next, try two knives, one in each 
hand. Throw your right-hand knife as 
usual. Once it gets to eye level, throw 
your left-hand knife, and catch the first 
knife in your left hand. Then catch the 
other in your right 
hand. Repeat. 

It's show time: 
With two knives in 
your right hand 
and one in your 
left, toss one of 
your right-hand 
knives. When it 
reaches eye level, 
toss your left-hand 
knife, and catch 
the first knife. 
Throw the 
remaining right- 
hand knife, catch 
the second...and, 
by God, you've got 
it! Now bring on 
the axes. 


aes 


SHUCK A CLAM 

® Hold the clam in one hand with the 
hinge toward your palm. Work a ciam 
knife—if you don't have one handy, any 
short, sturdy knife will do—into the thin 

| . | opening between the 
top and bottom shell. 
© Two abductor 
muscles keep the clam 
shut tight. As you run 
the knife around the 
clam’s edge, you'll 
sever both. Once you 
hit the second, you'll 
hear a snap as the 
clam gives up its 
struggle to survive, 

© Scrape away any 
edible meat clinging to 
the top shell. Don't cut 
the muscle from the 
shell's bottom until 
you're ready to serve 
it; otherwise, the meat 
will experience some 
major shrinkage. 
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COUNTER INTELLIGENCE 


Sometimes a TV dinner just doesn’t cut it. Stuff helps you 





| effortlessly woo women and impress your buddies with two 
| smokin’ recipes. 





For Her: Penne a la Vodka with Shrimp 


I shot vodka This recipe has the triple advantage of being quick, laced with alcohol and 
20z tomato sauce __ perfect for showing off your flambé flair. Heat the oil over medium-high heat 
| !/2 Ib cleaned raw shrimp (let the schmuck at the in a large sauté pan. When the pan is hot, add your shrimp and cook for 
| store clean it—it’s what he lives for) one minute. Then pull the pan away from the flame and add the vodka. 
| I tbsp olive oi! —_ Return the pan to the fire and, using a long-handled match, fire it up. The 
1 cup heavy cream flame will go out in a few seconds; mix in the heavy cream and tomato 
1/2 Ib penne pasta (cooked) — sauce. Let the sauce thicken slightly before adding your cooked pasta. 





| For the Guys: Beer Pie 
12 oz semisweet chocolate chips (or chopped _ Place chocolate chips, marshmallows and salt into a blender. In two 
| bitter chocolate) separate saucepans, heat the stout beer and heavy cream until they are very 
1 ready-made graham-cracker pie crust —_ hot but not boiling. (Don’t heat them together in one saucepan, or the cream 
| 24 large marshmallows —_ will curdle—and start to stink like that uncle of yours no one talks about.) 
2/3 cup stout (or porter) Pour the stout and cream into the blender and mix on a medium setting for 
| 1/3 cup heavy cream, or evaporated or condensed _—1 minute. Add the vanilla (you can also throw in a shot of quality bourbon 
skim milk to add extra tang), continuing to blend until very smooth. Pour the mixture 
1 tsp vanilla into the crust, and refrigerate 4 to 6 hours or until firm. Serves 6 to 8. Make 
| pinch of salt sure to have an ambulance on call. 


CHOP FOOD IN MIDAIR | | FET ers 
® Get something that is a little tough, like =< & DECIMATE A CHICKEN 


a lemon, advises Thomas Toth, a chef at Ry? Lose the legs first. Slice downward between the thigh and 
Benihana in Honolulu. Hold the knife, Cas body. Bend the leg back and mercilessly twist to break the hip 
sharp side up, in front of you about six TRF joint. You should hear a nice popping sound as the leg breaks, 
inches above the cutting board. YS signaling that this chickadee ain't going anywhere. Split the 
© Toss the condemned fruit in the air with = ,  Knuckle—the white knob at the leg’s base—then keep cutting. 
your free hand, aiming it to land on the | a Repeat for the other leg. Next, the wings: Pull them away 
upturned blade, It’s all about technique: ie: By, from the body; then cut between the joint and the breast. 
When releasing, let it roll off your fingertips ” 5 Now go medieval on her ass. Using poultry shears or 

to create a backspin. “It's the backspin that | hp kitchen scissors (brandish them around a bit for dramatic 
gives it enough force to drive it into your ff | effect while chanting the shower theme from Psycho), hack 
knife," explains Toth, | through the rib cage along one side of the backbone from tail 
© Catch the victim on the knife; it should : end to neck. Repeat on the other side to remove the 

just about stick to the blade. Then quickly backbone in one piece. 

flip the knife toward the cutting board and Pt fr With the bird’s bod skin-side down, cut the breast in half 
finish the sucker off. If you do it fast (ee ff y/ by placing the knife along one side of the breastbone. Call 
enough, it'll look like you've cut the fruit in 3 y Colonel Sanders or the coroner's office and let them know 


midair. “It's an optical illusion,” says Toth. | you're available for hire. 
“People will never know the difference.” 
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The boys overdid it at the beach 


RAT STEW Who eats it? In some parts 
of Ghana, rats comprise more than 50 
percent of the locally produced meat. To 
prepare, skin and eviscerate the rat. Then 
split it lengthwise, fry in butter and oil until 
it's brown, cover with water, add tomato 
puree, hot red peppers and salt, and let 
simmer until tender. Serve with rice. 
Looks like? A lab experiment gone wrong. 
Tastes like? Rabbit—hey, Bugs is 
technically a rodent, too. 


Is it hot? Use the face test 
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A menu of stomach-turning delicacies 


COBRA WHISKEY Who drinks it? The 
Vietnamese. A doctor we consulted had 

minor concerns that the snake's venom 

could mix in with the whiskey, causing - 
hepatitis and, um, death. Tourists willing 

to throw away their money and possibly 

their lives can pick up a bottle for 44,000 
dongs (no snickering), or about $7. } 
Looks like? A whole friggin’ snake in a VA 


bottle of booze. = = 


Tastes like? Formaldehyde, according 
to a guy who tried it and lived to tell, | 1 
: 


HUNDRED-YEAR-OLD EGGS 
Who eats em? They're a Chinese 
specialty, so scan your take-out 
menu carefully, Prepare by 
soaking the eggs in brine and 


Get the 
message? 






from around the globe. 


that doesn't make you salivate, the Chinese 
also serve up eggs pickled in horse urine. 


BOILED FECES Who eats it? Bird 
puano and water is sometimes a 
culinary last resort of shipwrecked 
sailors, says Lisa Grossman Thomas, 
coauthor of Lobscouse & Spotted 
Dog, a cookbook of nineteenth- 
) century English recipes. 
Looks like? Shit. 
Tastes like? Um, chicken. 


| 
| BROILED PUPPY Who eats 
mi it? Hawaiians, who prefer 
shorthaired terrier pups. The dogs 
are Usually strangled or suffocated 
to conserve the blood, and are 


2a 0 
coating them with clay, ashes, lime and fea ma 6then flattened and broiled over hot 
salt—then bury them. After taking a ah coals, or spitted on sticks. 


century-long nap inthe eee 


dirt, the ege whites turn k Sa 3 


yellow, the yolks turn 

green, and your descendants 
are ready for the Hume 
Cronyn of breakfasts. 

Look like? Dr. Seuss’ green 
egpes and phlegm. 

Taste like? Blue cheese, 
according to Calvin W, 
Schwabe, author of 
Unmentionable Cuisine. Wi 


Looks like? Roast Rin Tin Tin. 
Tastes like? Pork. 


FERMENTED SHARK 

Who eats it? Icelanders, who call it haxar/. 
Eviscerated sharks are buried in the sand or 
kept in an open barrel for up to three years 
to ferment. 

Looks like? Mrs, Paul's dumpster delights. 
Tastes like? Hundred-year-old eges mixed 
with thousand-year-old mayonnaise, with a 
side of boiled feces. 


BURNT, BABY, BURNT 
Did your favorite dish come out looking like Dresden after the 
bombing? Here’s how to make bad grub taste good again. 


Scorched food Immediately 
place the bottom of the burnt pot 
into a sink filled with cold water. 
With a wooden spoon, ‘remove all 
ingredients that don't cling, and 
serve. lf the surviving mulch still 
tastes like Hiroshima, cover the 
pot with a damp cloth and let 
stand for half an hour. 

Stale bread Plunge the entire 
loaf into cold water for an instant, 
then bake on a cookie sheet at 
350 degrees for 10 minutes. 
Napalmed rice Turn off the 
flame and place the heel of a loaf 
of bread on top of the rice; cover 
and wait five minutes. The 
scorched taste should leave the 
rice and go into the bread. 


Over-the-hill coffee Add eggshells 
to the brew and reheat. For charred 
coffee, a tiny pinch of salt will take 
away the crispy cocoa taste. 
Crystallized ice cream Wrap the 
box tightly in aluminum foil, and 
return it to the freezer overnight. 
Hard marshmallows Seal them 
in a plastic bag with a slice of fresh 
bread for three days, and you'll have 
fresh marshmallows and stale bread. 
Drunk punch Drop cucumber 
slices in the drink to absorb alcohol. 
Curdled mayonnaise Place one 
egg yolk in a bowl. Add mayonnaise 
slowly, stirring as you do so. 

Sandy clams/mussels Sprinkle 
live shellfish with cornmeal. Wait 
three hours. They'll spit out the grit. 
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Boiled alive! 

Eaten by rats! 
Dunked in dung! 
Through history, man 
and nature have 
dueled to invent grisly, 
gruesome and just 
plain bizarre ways 
for you to meet your 
maker. Don't have 
nightmares. 


By Fiona Jerome 


oh. 





‘THE 50 WORST 
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SAWED IN HALF 

Killed 'em in: China, the biblical Middle 
East and Europe. In select European 
locales, you could still see saws used fo 
executions right up until the 1840s. 

The gory details: The Europeans hung you 
upside down with your legs spread for easy 
access. Then, with a two-man saw, the 
executioners scrambled your kishkas as 
they hacked toward your heart. 

Killin’ cousins: The efficient Chinese cut 
from the head down—a speedier delivery. 


SKEWERED IN THE IRON MAIDE 


Killed ‘em in: The old Greek town of 
Sparta around 200 B.C. All the rage in 
Europe during the Inquisition (15th 
through 17th centuries). 

The gory details: You stood in a hollow 
Statue laced with knives on the inside. Then 
they slammed the door. Death came slowly 
as the 20 or so blades only went in an inch 
or two, allowing you time to feel your life 
ooze down your legs. The big sleep could 
take days if the blades were set just right 
A more spiritual European version was | 
made in the image of the Virgin Mary. The 
Madonna's arms pulled you back to the | 
mother church while easing steak knives 
through you. 

Killin’ cousins: The bargain-basement Brits 
used a knife-lined trunk stuffed with 
prisoners on a group-rate, one-way trip to 
the boneyard. 


CHOMPED BY MAGGOTS 

Killed "em in: Persia, 3rd century B.C. 

The gory details: Two body-size boats, with 
holes cut out for the head, hands and feet, 








WAYS TO DIE 





were nailed shut around the victim. His 
exposed parts were then smeared with milk 
and honey to attract insects, and he was 
set adrift—faceup. As he gradually filled 
his bilge bin with his own wastes, the 
considerate Persians rowed out daily to 
rouse him and apply more milk and honey 
to keep his spirits up. Stowaway maggots, 
which multiplied in the feces fest, then ate 
him alive, sometimes taking as long as two 
weeks for the cruise to come to an end. 
Killin’ cousins: The Cyphon. Ancient Greeks 
put their man in the stocks and then 
applied the milk and honey. If he survived 
20 days of exposure, they cleaned him up, 
stuck him in a dress (the humility!), 
laughed at him and tossed him off a cliff. 


DEATH BY 1,000 CUTS 

Killed ‘em in: The Far East, until the early 
20th century. 

The gory details: The bad boy was tied to a 
cross and carved like a turkey—the worse 
the crime, the thinner the slices. They'd cut 
off flesh in strips, then move over to the 
bumpy bits: ears, nose, fingers. He was 
then leisurely separated from his 
extremities—vwrists, ankles, knees, etc., 
leaving him a shell of his former self. Up to 
120 cuts (the name was for dramatic 
effect) meant he was nearly dead for the 
final stroke—through the heart. 

Killin’ cousins: The economy Death by 24 
Cuts came with an eyebrow trim (really). 


BURNED AT THE STAKE 

Killed "em in: Inquisition-diggin' Europe. 
The gory details: Unlike in the movies, 

the pyre of wood was built up to the > 
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barbecue boy's eye level. Victims writhed in 
agony as they saw and felt their flesh turn 
to bacon, The lucky ones died quickly from 
asphyxiation, but Spanish Inquisitors were 
connoisseurs of keeping their victims 
cooking for up to 30 minutes, 

Killin’ cousins: Fourth-century Roman 
emperor Diocletian turned Christians into 
human candles by wrapping them in oll- or 
pitch-soaked cloths and lighting them up. 


CRACKED LIKE A CRAB SHELL 


Killed ‘em in: Scandinavia, from the &th to 
12th centuries, 

The gory details: Vikings only needed an ax 
and a guy in a horned hat to entertain a 
crowd. They hacked open the poor sap's 
chest, cracked his rib cage and pulled out 
the Jungs so they flopped on either side of 
the body. Death came from massive blood 
lass and from going nose-to-nose with 
internal organs on an empty stomach. 

Killin’ cousins: Similar crack-’em-and-hack- 
‘em techniques took place all over Europe. 








Top medieval game show: Wheel of Misfortune 


SPUN TO DEATH 


Killed ‘em in: Europe, from the Middle 
Ages through the 1800s, 

The gory details: Your host staked you out 
on your back. Then he bashed your limbs 
into linguine with a mallet. Your appendages 
were subsequently braided through the 
spokes of a wheel raised horizontally on a 
post. The quivering pile of flesh was 
ultimately spun around while crows ripped 
off hunks from the crazy lazy Susan. 
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Killin’ cousins: Romans tied Christians to 
the edge of a giant wheel that would crush 
them when it was gently rolled down a hill. 


IMPALED ON A SPIKE 


Killed em in: Rome and the Balkans, from 
the lst through 16th centuries. 

The gory details: Plant wooden stake in 
pround. Lift bound victim to top. Insert pole 
into victim's anus, Watch gravity pull victim 
down pole as internal organs are shish- 


lf these infamous stories sound too awful to be true, that’s because they are. 
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TRAINER BURIED IN DUNG 
The myth: Elephant keeper Friedrich 
Riesfeldt mace the ultimate sacrifice to 
comfort his constipated charge, Stefan, Ata 
700 In Padersbom, Germany, Riesfeldt fed 
Stefan a bushel of berries, figs and 
prunes—and 2? doses of laxatives, Then 
he administered an enema to the big guy, 
who abruptly unloaded more than 200 
pounds of crap onto Riesfeldt, knocking 
him unconscious. By the time a watchman 
found Riesfeldt, he’d suffocated. 

The truth: There’s no zoo in Padersborn 
and no Friedrich Riesfeldt listed in the 
phone directory. More to the point, one 
person can't give an elephant an enema— 
you try getting an $,000-pound animal to 
stand still while you irrigate its anal canal. 
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WOMAN NUKED IN SALON 

The myth: Desperate to look gorgeous, a 
pasty-faced bride-to-be went to a tanning 
salon but was distressed to learn she could 
only stay on the sun bed for 30 minutes. 
She ignored safety wamings and went to 
another salon...and another...and another, 
On the morning of the wedding, she was 
found dead—she'd nuked her organs. 

The truth: Fears about microwave ovens 
don't apply to sun beds, which use 
Ultraviolet rays. UV rays can scorch you on 
the outside, but they can’t turn your liver or 
kidneys into lunch meat. 


ARAB GAGS ON OWN GHEESE 
The myth: A man was found dead in his 
unventilated room without a markon _; 
him—but the three rescue workers 
who broke down the door got sick 
from the chamber’s noxious 
fumes. An autopsy revealed 
large amounts of methane 
in the victim's system, and his 
friends confirmed that the guy's diet 
consisted primarily of lima beans and 
cabbage. The coroner concluded that he 
died from inhaling his own farts, 

The truth: Even the most rip-snortin’, paint- 
peelin' growlers are mainly composed of 
carbon dioxide and are no more deadly 


than your stinky breath. A few talented 
individuals, mostly Taco Bell patrons, do 
produce more methane, but their cheese is 
only dangerous if they're trapped in an 
elevator with a violent criminal. 


DIVER FOUND IN FOREST 

The myth: After a forest fire in California, 
puzzled investigators discovered the body of 
a man wearing a wet suit, an air tank and 
flippers. Apparently, he'd been swimming in 
the ocean when a fire-fighting seaplane 
scooped him up with the water and 
dropped him on the inferno. 

The truth: Fire-fighting CL-415 seaplanes 
draw water through ducts that are about 
three by five inches wide—barely big 
enough to suck up a fin, let alone a diver. 


EMPRESS NAILED BY HORSE 
The myth: Catherine the Great, an 18th- 
century Russian ruler and possessor of 
an insatiable sexual appetite, was killed 
while humping a horse. Suspended in 
a sling over her, the horse crushed 
her to death when a rope broke. 
The truth: Catherine may have 
enjoyed climbing in the saddle 
with Cossack studs, but she 
just said nay to stallions. The 
. old girl actually died from a 
brain hemorrhage. 













liustration: Michael Gillette 
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kebabbed. Struggling hastens death by 
Wriggling the stake up toward the skull. 
Killin’ cousins: Vlad the Impaler, the 14th- 
century Hungarian warlord who inspired 
Bram Stoker’s Dracula, got his tag from 
planting forests full of human popsicles. 


HUNG ON ACROSS 


Killed 'em in: Ancient Greece and Rome, 
The gory details: The victim was nailed or 
tied to a board, which was attached toa > 


It’s never “th-that's all folks” for 
mutilated cartoon characters. 


CAT GIFT IS DA BOMB 

In “Bang the Cat Slowly,” Itchy puts 
a bomb in a gift box and uses 
Scratchy’s tongue as ribbon. Tongue 
snaps into mouth, bomb explodes 
and cat loses head—which then 
gets impaled on a nearby cone- 
shaped party hat. 


BULLDOG SLICED LIKE DELI HAM 
In “Tree for Two,” bulldog Spike is 
goaded to wallop Sylvester in an 

alley, where a panther lurks. When 
Spike returns, he says the cat just 


scratched him—then flops in slices. 


DUCK SHOOTS OFF MOUTH 

In “Duck! Rabbit! Duck!" every time 
Daffy mistakenly announces to 
Elmer that it’s duck season, his 
beak gets blasted into another 
painful position. 


SOUTH PARK'S KENNY GETS SHOT 
..and impaled, 
pecked, 
crushed, 
stabbed, hung, 
embalmed, 
maimed, 
choked, nuked, 
gnawed... 


sOUTH 
PARK 








Sick Ways to Go 








Corroding flesh, rotting brains and 
a horny fish in your privates: The 
grossest diseases on record. 


YOU TURN TO STONE 
Fibrodysplasia Ossificans Progressiva (FOP) 
is a potentially fatal genetic disorder that 
converts flesh to bone—turning a guy into 
a monument to himself. Some sufferers 
Starve when the growing tissue constricts 
around the esophagus; others suffocate 
when bone encases their lungs. You can't 
cut out problem spots, either. Any trauma 
results in the formation of more bone. 
Should you be worried? If you're that 
random one in two million who gets this, 
get ready to play host to pigeons. 


TURDS RUIN YOUR LUNGS 
Hantavirus Pulmonary Syndrome ts carried 
by rodents and is caught by inhaling dust 
from their droppings. It starts with flu-like 
symptoms but often lasts for weeks before 
you take a turn for the worse. In some 
cases, you die of respiratory failure just 
24 hours after it hits your lungs, 

Should you be worried? To date, 211 
cases have been reported in 48 states. If 
you get it, you have a fifty-fifty chance of 
living to fondle your next rodent, 

Nearly 61 percent of 
victims are men. igh 





— YOU'RE RAVAGED 
BY RAT VIRUS 
Weil's Disease spreads from infected 
rats to humans by just a touch of their 


urine near your eyes or any cut or abrasion. 


This leads to instant jaundice and fever, 
racking muscle pain and bursting blood 
vessels throughout your body. 

should you be worried? Yes, if you're a 
sewer or slaughterhouse worker. 


A FISH BARBS YOUR PENIS 


A blood-sucking catfish known as the 
caniru swims up the hole in your johnson, 
Spreads out its barbs and sets up house. 
Then it gets uglier. You can’t pee past this 
porey without backing up toxins into your 
stomach, leaving your organs swimming in 
piss until you die. Guess the only cure... 
Should you be worried? Only if you're 
doing laps in the Amazon's infested rivers. 


YOU GET BUBONIC PLAGUE 
spread by flea-ridden vermin, this leftover 
irom medieval Europe results in severe 
fever, bloody vomit and painful, black 
blisters. If your lungs are infected 















Ll 
Flesh- 
eating 
bacteria 
tip: Wear 
loose-fitting { 
pants 


(oneumonic plague), you'll probably die if 
not treated within 15 to 18 hours. The 
plague still kills 10 percent of its victims. 
Should you be worried? Between 1980 
and 1994, there were nearly 19,000 cases 
reported worldwide. It's recently been 
reported in southwest United States. 


BACTERIA EATS YOUR SKIN 


Necrotizing Fascitis is the piranha of 
personal diseases: It chews off your skin as 
if it were corn on the cob (see above), A 
rare streptococcal infection enters the skin 
Via a paper cut and spreads rapidly 
through muscle. Gangrene and toxic shock 
set in, killing you within hours. Doctors 
cut away more and more tissue in the 
hope of stopping the infection’s advance. 
should you be worried? The number of 
victims has climbed to 1,500 in the U.S. 
alone. People with chronic diseases like 
cancer and diabetes, and patients being 
treated with steroids, are more at risk. 


YOUR BRAIN ROTS AWAY 

Kuru (aka Laughing Death) causes the 
equivalent of industrial-strength 
Alzheimer’s—with the added bonus of 
lunacy—and punches your clock 18 to 24 
months after you get it. Viruses attack your 
brain, drilling tiny holes in it. Caused by 
cannibalism, it originated with the Fore 
people of New Guinea, who not only 
Snacked on the cranial custard of hostages 
but also of their own families. 

Should you be worried? Not unless you're 
on a diet prescribed by Dr. Mengele. 


YOU SNACK ON POISON FISH 
Eating improperly prepared fugu, a fish 
that produces tetrodotoxin, can paralyze 
and kill you within four hours. Still, it's 
considered a delicacy in Japan, where 
licensed chefs cut out naughty bits and 
then serve. Oh, and there's no antidote. 
Should you be worried? Only if you're 
stupid enough to order it. 


| DEATH 













Deaths so bizarre, we didn't believe 
them—until they checked out. 


FISHER TURNS SNAKE SNAGK 
According to The Sun, Britain's biggest- 
selling newspaper, in 1990 a Brazilian was 
fishing in the remote Matto Grosso area 
and waded into the swampy river when a 
35-foot anaconda coiled around him. His 
friends on shore couldn't pull him free and 
watched as the snake took 10 minutes to 
swallow their pal alive. “One of his feet 
was hanging out, and you could hear his 
bones crunching,” said a witness. By the 
time someone got a rifle, the lump in the 
snake's stomach had stopped wrigeling. 


YANKS BURIED IN MOLASSES 
When a 50-foot-high, 2.5-million—gallon 
tank of molasses collapsed in 1919, the 
result left some of Boston dead—or in a 
sticky situation. A tidal wave of the goo 
flowed up to 35 mph from the city center 
to the harbor, killing 21 people. Some 
victims suffocated as the wave engulfed 
them, while others cooked in the broth. 


TOOTH DECAY KILLS TURK 

In July 1997, Turkish farmer Ismail 
Ayyildiz announced to his drinking buddies 
that his toothache was so painful, he was 
going to blow out his bothersome tooth 
with a revolver. They assumed he was just 
shooting his mouth off, He was: The bullet 
exited the top of his head, taking some 
underutilized brain with it, 


FRENCHMAN BURNED BY WIG 
Claude Jules couldn't wait to try on his 
new toupee. Sitting in his car in Abbeville, 
France, the 53-year-old liberally applied 
the special wig glue, then settled the sod 
on his head. As he admired his new 
look, he reached for a cigarette. His 
lighter ignited the glue fumes and 
turned the car into a fireball that fried 
the Frenchman. 


PRISONER FRIES ON JOHN 
Michael Godwin, a New York prison 
inmate, sat down—naked—on his 
metal toilet in March 1989. He 
decided to use the downtime 
to repair his TV earphones, 
which would've been fine if 
electrical cord and FR 
sauteed himself. 
Ironically, Godwin had 
his original sentence of death by 
électrocution reduced to life. 


Mean, green killing 
machine 
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PARATROOPER CRAPS OUT 

When U.S. Army Reserve private Martin 
Eskew jumped from a helicopter in 1990 
over a Maryland dairy farm used as a 
training zone, he landed in a lake of 
liquefied manure, Despite the stoic efforts 
of reservists who dove in to save their 
comrade, he died of asphyxiation, 


SNAKE SHOOTS IRAQI 

In 1990, Ali-Asghar Ahani and a pal were 
hunting near Teheran, Iran, when Ahani 
tried to pin a snake with the butt of his 
shotgun, The snake's coils squeezed the 
trigger, blowing off Ahani’s head and barely 
missing his buddy's. 


MAN FACES ASININE END 

Just this past year Sayed Ahmed, an 84- 
year-old Egyptian married to a 352-pound 
tub of goo named Fawakih Ibrahim Abdel- 
Latif, made the fatal mistake of drawing 
up a will that allotted more land to his 
four children by his first wife than to the 
three he had with her. Abdel-Latif sat on 
her husband's head until he suffocated. 


GLUED PENIS POISONS LOVER 

In 1986, a Sao Paulo, Brazil, man caught 
his wife and her lover in flagrante delicto 
and took matters into his own hands—or 
hers. Brandishing a revolver, he glued the 
woman's hands to her lover's penis. 
Though separated by surgery, the boyfriend 
died from toxins absorbed through his 
member's membranes. 


CACTUS SPIKES GUNMAN 
Sharpshooter David M. Grundman of 
Phoenix decided to use a saguaro 
cactus for target practice. He shot it 


#7) so full of holes that when he went to 


inspect the damage, all 23 spiky feet 
of it fell on him, turning him into a 
human pincushion. 


pole and stuck in the ground, Executioners 
stuck a block of wood under his feet so he 
wouldn't be ripped off when they planted 
him. Death occurred from slow suffocation. 
Killin’ cousins: Upside-down crucifixion 
was thrown in to mix things up but was 
less satisfying—victims passed out. 


SEWN INSIDE AN ANIMAL 


Killed ‘em in: Rome jin the 2nd century. 
The gory details: The soon-to-be-dead guy 
was bound and sewn into an animal 
carcass with only his head exposed, and 
was left in the sun. As the creature rotted, 
the slowly starving victim had to endure 
clouds of flesh-eating flies and vultures, 
Killin’ cousins: Nothing, unless you count 
Return of the Jedi, where Han stuffs Luke 
into the Ton Ton for warmth. 


STUFFED WITH RODENTS 


Killed 'em in: Rome and Germany, from the 
lst through 17th centuries. 

The gory details: The victim was strapped 
to a table with a pot of rats upended on his 
stomach. Then a fire was lit atop the 
cauldron. Not seeing a fire exit, the rats 
burrowed into the condemned’s stomach. 
Killin’ cousins: Central Africans put a tin 
box filled with fire ants on a guy’s stomach 
and waited for them to eat their way out. 


BOILED ALIVE 


Killed ‘em in: Europe and the Far East, 
from the 13th to 16th centuries. 

The gory details: lf you were lucky, a 
cauldron of oi] or water was boiled before 
you were added to the broth. Not so lucky? 
The pot was set on simmer with the main 
ingredient—you—tied by the neck for a 
long, hot day of sweaty, searing pain. 
Killin’ cousins: The Romans had a recipe 
for cooking Christians in a shallow pan, 


PULLED APART BY HORSES 


Killed ‘em in; The Caribbean (popular with 
L5th-century pirates) and lunatic Europe. 
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“Aaah! My skin's getting all pruney!" 


The gory details: Each appendage was tied 
to a different horse. With inexact departures, 
you were usually just yanked around until the 
tormentors gave up and cut off your limbs. 
Killin’ cousins: The Renaissance French 
and Spanish bent over two trees, tying one 
of your legs to each. Then they let go. 








“DEATH BY BOOGA-BOOGA!” 


Killed ‘em in: A hoary joke 

The gory details: A cannibal tribe catches 
two guys. The chief says, “Death or booga- 
booga?” One guy chooses the latter and is 
buggered by the tribe. His pal, horrified, 
chooses death, And the chief’s decree is... 


When you gotta go, you gotta go. But if you do, don’t get caught with 
your pants down. Think of the ones you'll leave behind. 


CHICKEN LOVER CRUSHED 
BY NUGGET 

In 1990, a 39-year-old 
Spaniard was quietly nailing a 
chick amid a pile of boulders 
on a riverbank in Orense, 
Spain. He was so quiet about 
it because the bird of his 
affections was of the poultry — 
variety. Their passion was 50 
strong that they dislodged an 
enormous boulder above, 
which then fell and crushed 
the plucky pair. 


JUICY SEX JOLTS TV MAN 

some S&M enthusiasts like to fire things 
up with a little electricity, but sometimes 
they get too much of a charge out of it. 
Take the TV engineer who died with a 
wire looped around his scrotum and 
another leading up his butt. He was 
using a speaker circuit to help him catch 
a buzz when the wire snapped. Sticking 
his hand into the tube to see what was 
wrong, he accidentally touched an 
exposed metal cap, sending 2,500 volts 
down his spine. 


MAN LEFT BREATHLESS IN BED 

A 60-year-old man from Australia was 
found dead wrapped inside 14 blankets 
and wearing a plastic bag over his 
heavily massaged penis. The blanket 
lover was wearing two pairs of ladies’ hot 





A crime so 
awtul God 
himself saw fit 


* to intervene 


pants over a pair of long johns. During 
his frantic masturbation, he couldn't 
breathe. Since he was so wrapped up in 
his fetish, he was also unable to free 
himself, and suffocated, 


PACKED NOSE SUFFOCATES SNORER 
The body of Mark Gleeson was found on 
a sofa with a tampon stuck up each of 
his nostrils. Some sort of bizarre sexual 
fetish? No, Gleeson, 26, had hit upon 
this novel idea to stop himself from 
snoring while staying over at his 
girlfriend's house in Surrey, England. 
On this fateful day in 1996, after 
drinking several glasses of wine and 
taking some sleeping pills, he'd helped 
himself to her sanitary supplies and 
suffocated in his sleep. 











“short top and sides, please.” 





Red Tape 


ALIEN (1979) 

Audiences screamed, fainted and even 
vomited when the big A’s interstellar 
infant ripped its way out of John Hurt’s 
belly during dinner. Leftovers included 
liberal portions of Hurt’s insides all over 
the walls and other actors. 


CASINO (1995) 

A parade of nonstop gore, featuring 
baseball-bat beatings, graphic stabbings 
and a lumpy Joe Pesci being buried 
alive in his underwear, is just eye candy. 
The rea/ clincher comes when the boys 
stick a guy's head in a vise and twist 
until his baby blues burst out of his 
head in a sea of red. 


THE OMEN (1976) 

When a photojournalist tries to blow the 
whistle on the devil kid, a stray sheet of 
glass trom a runaway wagon separates 
his head and shoulders, After an 
impressive 
midair 
backspin, 
the cut-off 
cranium 
rolls down 
the street, 
apparently 
in search of 
bowling 
pins. 
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“Heads up, man!” 


ROBOCOP (19387) 

A thug plows into a tank of toxic waste 
and staggers out, his extremities melting 
into pudding. To add injury to injury, a 
getaway car then nails him head-on, and 
he bursts like a sack of tomatoes. 


SCARFACE (1983) 
A rival gang tosses Tony Montana's 
amigo into a bathtub and threatens him 
with a chainsaw. But Tony is so tough 
that he just watches them slowly 
a dismember 
his pal 
ina 
buzzing, 
scream- 
filled, 
agonizingly 
extended 
symphony 
of gore. 


You thought gore fests were medieval? 
These days, we find 'em in the movies. 













ba / | This month, Stuff’s 
’ | single-elimination tourney 
ie | & takes on cop shows. 


le | McCLOUD .. PACIFIC BLUE | 
: “tf ; When T.C.'s bike slips in horse crap and slides off 

the pier, the Pacific Bluers see red. At the beach- 
pay P bonfire later: horse-ka-bobs for Eve: 


Winner: Pacific Blue 
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McCLOUD .. IRONSIDE 


| A marshal on a horse pitted against Raymond Burr 
in a Wheelchair? Seems like God decided this one. 
A double horseshoe to the head knocks out Fatso. 








STARSKY NHUTCH .- NYPD BLUE 


Sipowicz, sloppy joe in hand, is run down by an 





ELITE EIGHT 








tastes unidentified red Ford Gran Torino, which then | 
: = careens into a huge abe of boxes. = 
ny ‘Winner: Starsky 'N Hutch aay ! 
= | 
a 
5 CHIPS "PACIFIC BLUE 
‘HIPs’ fat-boy motorcycles easily demolish Blue's 
~ CHiPs’ fat-bo t | ily d lish Blue’ 
ts wimpy stick bikes, but when the chase continues 
& on foot, heart attacks ensue for “Paunch" and Jon. 
Winner: Pacific Blue 
es < 
=] 
=) ” PACIFIC BLUE oT HOOKER 
Fabs The bike gang runs rings round old man Hooker, 
= taunting him with their youthful good looks until 
[ -- i soils his Depends. Hey, a wes a win, 
En : Winner: Pacific Blue 
STARSKY 'N HUTCH .. BARETTA 
Arriving late, S&H barrel into a pile of boxes—then 
turn the streetwise but short-legged Baretta into a 
hood ornament. Huggy Bear hocks the cockatoo. 
Winner: Starsky 'N Hutch 
= 
i=) 
— 
: 
me _¥ STARSKY NHUTCH .. PACIFIC BLUE 
The two sides square off for the ultimate game of 
a . KOJAK NYPD BLUE = chicken, deep in the bowels of the Teetering Piles 
simone and Sipowicz, a locked interrogation room of Boxes warehouse. The carnage is unbelievable. 
=| and a laxative lollipop are too much for Savalas.  - PR ae Store AM. ie ae 
7h altel pounds his locker in triumph. ke 





‘Winner: NYPD Blue 
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i ~ | | 
TL) HOOKER  MIAMIVICE 
Crockett and Tubbs disorient Stacy (Heather 


Locklear) with their disastrous albums, but Hooker | 


atomizes them with a phaser, confusing everyone. 
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COPS 
With Peggy now undead, the Squad falls apart, 
and the three soon find themselves shirtless and 
running down an alley. Nightstick facials ensue. 


= Na | 
COPS .; STARSKY'N HUTCH | 
The Cops set up an ambush, but Huggy Bear tips 
off S&H, who veer aside to safety at the last 
minute, careening into...well, you know. 
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Tough win, guys. That 
must have taken a lot 
out of you. 

“When Starsky fell in 
that pool and came out 
with his cardigan all 
sogey—well, let's just 
say our lives flashed 
before our eyes.” 


50 what are you gonna 
do now? 

“We're going to 
Disneyla—Hutch! 
Hutch! Watch out for 
those freakin’ boxes!" 








Pussies in 
boots 
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21 JUMP STREET . TJ. HOOKER 
Johnny Depp's gravity-defying ‘do can't stand up 
to the grizzled, streetwise shag rug of the vet. 

Hooker takes him out...class dismissed, 


Winner: T.J. Hooker 
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MIAMIWICE .. SILK STALKINGS 
Crockett and Tubbs blind the Stalkings with teal 


and turquoise Versace suits; special guest Phil 
Collins finishes 'em off with “in the Air Tonight.” 


\ 


Winner: Miami Vice 


COPS .. COP ROCK 
It's a dead-even, cop-on-cop gunfight...until the 
adrenaline-pumped Cop Rockers break into song. 
The real cops pick 'em off like fish in a barrel. 


Winner; Cops 


g/l i> " by ‘ 
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REVER KNIGHT .. MOD SQUAD 
Nick Knight can't keep his teeth out of Peggy 
Lipton, giving Pete and Linc just enough time to 
serve him up a thick, juicy stake. 


Winner: Mod Squad 
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The Body Bag 





Stuff’s guy gets 
stomped at wrestling’s 
most brutal boot camp— 
WCW 's Power Plant. 


By Matt Coppa 
Photographs by Warren Salowe 
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Water. All | wanted was some goddamn 
water. | ran into the bathroom and found a 
sink sprinkled with facial hair, turned on 
the faucet, cupped my hands and lapped 
up the forbidden agua. | began to breathe 
again, but only for a second. Sarge had 
discovered my absence. 

“What the fuck do you think you're 
doing? Get your ass back in the ring,” 
bellowed the demonic drill instructor. Sarge 
grabbed the front of my wife-beater T-shirt 
and yanked me from the bathroom as fast 
as my Jell-O legs could follow. My chest 
heaving, my dignity shattered and my limbs 
like linguine, | just wanted to get the hell 
out of there. I'd suffered two and a half 
hours of push-ups, squats, sprints, sit-ups, 
leg raises, neck bridges and back hit-its, 
and | couldn’t stop thinking that | went to 


college to avoid this sort of torture. “You 
ain't fucking quitting on me,” Sarge yelled, 
tossing me into the ring like wet laundry. 

Thirty minutes later, a miracle. 
“Lunch,” yelled Sarge. | collapsed in the 
ring, disoriented, while the rest of the boys 
began gorging themselves with tuna. 

Just a routine morning at the Power 
Plant, the Harvard of professional wrestling 
schools and the breeding ground for Ted 
Turner's World Championship Wrestling 
(WCW). For the 17 guys who train here— 
five hours a day, five days a week for six 
months to two years—it’s one step closer to 
fare and fortune in the ring. For your 
witless reporter, it was a painful education 
in advanced ass-whupping. 

At the Power Plant, the bowels of the 
pro-wrestling world, the next generation of 


hulking neck-breakers works out on 
ancient, beat-up equipment in a barely 
refurbished furniture warehouse. 

The day hadn't started well. When | 
walked in, the hardened trainees checked 
me out like fresh prison meat. All eyes were 
fixed on me as we Started with squats. “He 
owes you another one, Sarge,” one of the 
tattooed aspirants ratted. The pressure 
mounted. The more calisthenics | did, the 
more fatigued | became and the harder it 
was to keep in step with the group. 

After 250 or so push-ups, my arms 
turned to cotton candy. My butt was up in 
the air, | was coming down halfway, and 
my knees kept dropping to the mat. That's 
when Sarge made me his personal bitch 
boy. “What kind of weak-ass push-ups are 
those?! Get your damn ass down, and hit 


“Turn your 
head and 
cough!" 





the mat with your chest.” He grabbed my 
sweaty, stained tee and pushed and pulled 
me along. Drops of Sarge’s sweat leaked 
onto the back of my neck, but | was in too 
much pain to be disgusted by it. 

Dewayne Bruce—aka Set. Buddy Lee 
Parker of the State Patrol tag team—has 
been an instructor at the Power Plant for 
six years. He's a WCW star and has held 
more than a few title belts. At five foot 
eight and 245 pounds, he's built like an 
SUV, with Buicks for biceps. He is a 
caricature of a drill instructor—a persona 
created through a Coast Guard past, a tag- 
team character and a frightening fixture as 
the Power Plant’s main enforcer. 

After my attempt to hide in the 
bathroom failed, | soldiered on half-assed 
and less than half-witted. My legs felt as > 
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The Body Bag 


though fat midgets were hanging onto 
them. Naturally, Sarge ordered us into the 
parking lot to run sprints in the pounding 
Atlanta sun. Keeling over from another 
nausea rush, | realized that Sarge was at 
the end of his rope. “If you're going to 
puke, puke like a man and blow chunks.” | 
didn't blow, but | was moving like an 
eviscerated chicken when big Ron Reece (a 
seven-foot condo in hightops) grabbed my 
arm and pulled me with him. The rest of 
the bloodthirsty cadets seemed disgusted 
by my lackluster performance, tearing past 
me hard and fast as | was dragged along 
like an oversize bone in the mouth of a 
marauding rottweiler. That's when | realized 
what | lacked: heart. 

| was in over my head. These fellas 
weren't buffoons—they were superior 
athletes building the stamina and skills ta 
lime precision moves and create a unique 
and dangerous brand of entertainment. 
They were also trying to kill me. 

Once a month, 15 to 20 havoc- 
wreaking hopefuls make their pilgrimage to 


“YOU USELESS PIECE OF SHIT, DROP AND GIVE ME S00!" 


Think you have the balls and spandex lingerie to become a WCW 
wrestler? A blow-by-blow blueprint of the Power Plant’s insane 


itinerary should set you straight. 


10:00-11:30 Push-ups: Four to five 
hundred in sets of 50. Keep your back 
stiff, and have your chest hit the mat. 
Squats: Four to 
five hundred in 
sets of 50. Keep 
your hands 
extended, and 
kiss the mat 
with your ass. 
There have been 
reports of 
candidates 





“lf I'm elected..." es : 
= shitting while 


standing for weeks afterward. 

Sit-ups: Only 200 with your knees bent 
against the ring rope. 

Leg lifts: About a hundred 90-degree reps 
on the ring apron, as you slap your shins 
against the steel-cable ropes. 

Six inches: A 10-minute medieval torture 
session in which you plant your butt on 
the edge of the ring while lying flat under 
the ropes. Then you extend your legs 
outside the ring with your feet six inches 
above your waist. 


114 sturF 


the Power Plant and plunk down $250 for 
an open tryout. Their experience ranges 
from local wrestling shows to the NFL, The 
staff's job is to weed out the weak, before 
they waste everyone's time, It usually takes 
15 minutes for the first guy to drop. 

Some euys who tried out here in the 
past crashed and burned in spectacular 
fashion. Like the five-foot-eight, 185-pound 
pussy with Richard Simmons’ body and 
Roseanne's mouth. “He pissed us off as 
soon as he walked in. He was doing 
horribly when he ran into the ropes and, 
well, shit his pants,” laughed instructor and 
former pro wrestler Mike Wenner. 

Another guy showed up reeking of 
'rolds and boasting about his pro-football 
resumé. When he crawled into the 
bathroom after 30 minutes to hide from 
Sarge, the instructors thought he was going 
to die. “He was dark purple from all of the 
juice he was doing,” said Wenner. “It was 
scary, We dragged him out to the lat for air, 
then told him to get off the premises. He 


As more people drop, Sarge tightens 
the screws on the survivars, giving them 
individualized attention. The all-comers 
workout lasts until 3 RM., and by the end, 
only one or two guys are still able to walk. 
Some are accepted into the academy for a 
$3,000 training fee, but they’re given no 
puarantee of a WCW contract. 

Two of the guys in my group—a tag- 
team combo who call themselves the Soul 
Surfers—received their contracts earlier that 
week. Not all wanna-bes will be so 
fortunate. But they will remember that 
plus-size superstars Bill Goldberg, Diamond 
Dallas Page, the Big Show (formerly the 
Giant), Prince Aikia and Wrath started the 
same way, in the same building, with 
similar backgrounds. They just try to forget 
the odd night jobs as bouncers, dancers 
and bartenders they work to keep their 
days free. Like struggling actors, these 
abnormally large men in tights keep an 
unconventional schedule but also must deal 
with the added elements of intense physical 


was a health hazard.” competition and a lower rate of success. 
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11:30-12:00 Wind sprints: 
Backward, frontward and 
sideways dashes designed to bring 
your breakfast to the pavement. 


12:30-13:00 Lunch: Hope 


you like tuna. 


13:00-13:30 Back hit-its: 
Sprint in place, screaming at the 
top of your lungs and smashing 
your Knees against the bottom of 
the top rope. Then slap your back 
against the canvas like you've just 
been kicked in the kisser by Big 
Poppa Pump. Spring up (if you 
can). Repeat. Repeat. Repeaft.... 
Bumps: Flip headfirst and land square on 
your back in the middle of the ring. Tuck 
your chin in and spread your arms out 
(palms down) to lessen the impact. 
Expect pain. These will be repeated 
throughout the day and could total more 
than 50. Have a neurosurgeon on call. 


13:30-14:00 Running the ropes: More 
sadism. The ropes are made of steel 
cable, You take two long steps, pivot and 


Sarge makes our man his personal bitch boy 
bounce off them, lats first. Feels like 
someone taking a crowbar to your ribs. 


14:00-14:30 The gauntlet: You enter 
the first ring, hurl yourself against all four 
ropes and end in a flip-slam on the mat. 
Then run to the next ring and continue 
until Sarge says halt—or someone cracks 
and spine juice leaks onto the mat. 
14:30-15:00 Freestyle wrestling: Pair 
up with a yeti in tights. If you don't have 
any wrestling experience, bring a gun. 
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They don't let the 6 A.M, weight-lifting 
sessions or the steady diet of carrots and 
skinned chicken bother them, They're just 
happy to be in contention for a well-paid 
job crushing heads for the delight of 
children everywhere, 

It was straight back to business in the 
afternoon. | learned how to run the ropes, 
which are steel cables with a thin layer of 
rubber covering. After | explained to Sarge 
that | couldn't do it in the prescribed two 
steps, he spit back, “Don’t you tell me it 
can't be done! | taught Goldberg how to do 
this." Then we moved on to bumps—the 
proper way to flip and fall on your back 
without breaking your neck. | screwed up 
every time. Sarge made me keep doing it 
until | got it half right. “| hate that short 
little bastard,” he screamed, referring to 
me. Apparently, | was wasting his time. 

Next we ran the gauntlet—going from 
ring to ring (four in all), throwing ourselves 
off the ropes, finishing with a backbreaking 
flip on the mat and moving on. After a few 
rounds of this, my back and butt looked 
like spoiled hamburger meat. 

The final part of the day was devoted to 
one-on-one amateur-style wrestling. All the 
guys had at least 30 pounds on me. | 
paired up with Kid Romeo—a 195-pound 
dancer by night who looked delighted at the 
prospect of doing a Flatley on my head. | 
Started out on the bottom of the referee's 
position (optimal neither in jail nor in 
wrestling). Sarge yelled, “Go!” and boom. | 
stood up and got into neutral with Romeo, 
coring one point. But as soon as he locked 
up with me, | knew | was done. He threw a 
forearm around my throat, cutting off my 
oxygen and forcing what seemed like 
gallons of blood to my face. The ref 
slammed his hand down on the mat, 
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Signaling a pin, and Romeo let me live. 

| walked away coughing, sputtering and 
cursing. But my performance had finally 
earned me some respect from the euys. 
Mike Wenner later told me that everyone 
appreciated that | was pissed when | got 
pinned, and some of the guys asked me 
questions about my wrestling background. 

| finally felt a semblance of pride, 
which, ironically, arrived in defeat. I'd been 
slaughtered in seconds, but at least | didn't 
act like a loser. Getting my ass kicked made 
me realize that fake is a four-letter word 
that doesn't apply to this part of wrestling, 
lf that’s your impression, just stop by 
Atlanta and try out. We'll alert your family 
where they can identify the body. m 


Can't bear the thought of pushing that pen 
for the rest of your life? If you’re ready for a 
planting, the next Power Plant open tryout is 
in late July. You must weigh at least 180 
pounds, be 5'9" and between 18 and 30 
years old. Ideal heavyweight size is at least 
six feet tall and 240 pounds. For more 
information, call 404-603-3123, 
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“A little 
help 
here?" 
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Stomp by Stomp 
A detailed manual of wrestling moves that 
could lead to a manslaughter charge. 
















THE BODY SLAM (above) 

step 1: Sadist A rams his right arm up 
poor sucker B's crotch (in a manly manner, 
of course) and wraps his left arm around 
B's left shoulder. 

Step 2: A lifts B body-to-body and rotates 
his right arm (crotch in tow), raising B over 
his chest—first parallel to the floor, and 
then inverting the helpless opponent. 

step 3: A slams B to the mat while 
cradling B's neck to prevent injury and 
guarantee future body slams. 


THE BOSTON CRAB 
Step 1: With B on his back, A grabs both 
of B's legs and lifts them up to his waist. 
A then arches all the way back, wrenching 
B's already wounded body. 

Step 2: A steps over B's torso, turning B 
onto his stomach. A has now turned 180 
degrees, pulling B’s legs backward to a 
parallel plane over B's back. (Don't try this 
in a public bathroom, or a George Michael 
indecency-style charge could follow.) A 
leans back as far as possible, torturing B, 
who, looking like a human horseshoe, will 
start to cry and give up. 


FIGURE FOUR LEG LOCK 
Step 1: While B is on his back, A—with 
his back to B—grabs 
+ won B's right foot. A 
. wrenches B's foot 
between A's legs. 
Step 2: A lifts B's left 
leg while turning 180 
degrees to face B and 
bending B's right 
knee between A's 
legs. 
Step 3: A drops to 
his back while locking 


















up B's right foot with 
A's right leg, twisting 
B's legs into a 
position resembling 
the number four—not 
his lucky number. 











“Tve Gotten 
Used to My 
Breasts 
Being the Main 
FOCUS Of 
Attention.” 


introducing Adriana: The #1 catalyst 
for traffic accidents in Europe wherever 
her Wonderbra billboards appear. 


By Jon Wilde 
Photographs by Michael Zeppetello 
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Adriana 





id | ey, 
buddy! I'm 
up here.” 





tanding in a Paris photo studio named, aptly enough, 
Studio Pinup, we're watching Adriana Karembeu do 
what comes most naturally to her. She stands there, 
like a human exclamation mark, arranging herself into 
beautiful shapes as the camera gratefully takes it all 
in. She's wearing a black bikini. The kind of bikini 
that performs much the same function as a barbed- 
wire fence: protecting the property without, thankfully, 
obstructing the view. 

She's the sort of woman you could look at all day 
without experiencing the merest flicker of boredom. At 
six feet tall, there's a lot of her, and it’s all to be 
admired, Those famous legs, almost 50 incnes from 
toe to hip, have won her an entry in 7he Guinness 
Book of Records. Long, blond hair cascading down 
her back. Cheekbones as sharp as the crack of a 
pistol. Skin like polished stone. An hourglass figure 
with time to spare. Cleavage that looks as though it 
should be offering day trips. Nothing out of place, 
everything just where it should be. 

“| can reach the top shelves in supermarkets,” she 
Says as she takes a break from seducing the 
photographer's lens. Being tall does have its 
advantages. “And | can pick apples from very tall 
trees. | feel lucky to have the looks | have. | didnt 
have to do anything to get this body or this face. And 
as a model, | think that | should respect that privilege 
and not abuse it. | want my photographs to be 
beautiful. They can be cheeky, sexy, whatever—but 
they must always be beautiful. | don’t think of myself 
as perfect. But | want to look as perfect as possible.” 

Certain models are filled to the brim with rampant 
egotism. Not Adriana, Certain models dispense pea- 
brained platitudes like they're going out of fashion. 
Not Adriana. Certain models possess as much 
charisma as a damp spark plug. Not Adriana. 

In most cultures, beauty denotes success, power 
and lots of money, Adriana has all three, in vast 
abundance. But she remains almost disconcertingly 
down-to-earth and seemingly unchanged by the fairy- 
tale twists of her life. 

"I've had people say to me that | should behave 
more like a superstar,” she says. “But | think that’s 
just nonsense. | was brought up in a normal way, and 
normal is how | want to remain.” 

She was born and raised in the small Slovakian 
village of Brezno and claims that she was never a 
beautiful child. “| was incredibly skinny with bad 
teeth,” she recalls. “| got no attention from boys. | 
wasn't even tall as a child. Then, at 15, | started to 
prow and grow, That's when | started to get noticed. 


At that time, I'd decided | was going to be a Foot 
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“For me, the 
only thing 

more important 
than sex is my 
health.” 
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Adriana 


“My photographs 
can be cheeky, Sexy, 
whatever—but they 
must always 

be heautiful.” 


















120 sturr 


doctor. Modeling was not even in my 
thoughts. Where | grew up in 
Czechoslovakia, modeling didn’t exist as a 
business. | had no idea that women could 
make money that way." 

In 1992, she found herself living in 
Prague, studying medicine and working 
nights in a bakery to pay the rent on a 
room she shared with five other girls. One 
morning, as she stood in front of a 
department-store window, coveting a bikini 
she couldn't afford, she was approached by 
a scout from a modeling agency. He told 
her that he could make her famous, and 
without a backward glance, she allowed 
herself to be whisked off to Paris. 

“They told me | was being taken there 
for tests," she says. “But | was so naive, | 
had no idea what kind of tests. | thought 
they meant language tests or something.” 
She signed up at the modeling agency and, 
before she had time to take it all in, found 
herself showing off skin and fabric in 
Barbados, Before long, she'd graduated to 
the international fashion runways, and then 


last year her career officially went into 
orbit, culminating in her coronation as this 
year’s Wonderbra girl. 

“Because of the Wonderbra 
connection,” she says, “I’ve gotten used to 
my breasts being the main focus of 
attention. Not that | have a problem with 
that. Women's breasts will always get 
attention. Some men find big breasts sexy. 
Some men prefer smaller breasts. But all 
men seem to find breasts sexy. There's 
nothing wrong with that, just as there's 
nothing wrong with women looking at 
men’s bodies and finding them sexy. It's 
natural. Sex is important in all of our lives. 
For me, the only thing more important than 
sex is my health.” 

Adriana has little time for feminist 
criticisms of female beauty and has no 
problem being judged purely on the way 
she looks. “People say that beautiful 
women are treated as objects. But | don't 
see it like that. | think every woman is 
responsible for how people treat her.” 

So how does she feel about being an 
international object of helpless male lust? “| 
take it as a compliment,” she says. “It 
makes me happy. | appreciate it because it 
doesn't happen to every woman, But | don't 
go out of my way to be noticed. | dress for 
myself, but | arn also aware that | am 
dressing for the public. | like to be 
appreciated in that way. But it has to be 
the right kind of appreciation. When I’m out 
on the street, | don't like to be hassled, and 
I'm usually not. | think most men are too 
intimidated by me to try anything.” 

But c'mon, if she were a man, wouldn't 
she look at herself? “Yes. But |’'m not my 
type at all. If | were a man, | would go for 
the complete opposite of my look. The kind 
of woman | find beautiful has dark skin and 
dark hair. | like exotic looks.” 

As for the future, Adriana’s keeping her 
options open. Her Wonderbra contract 
extends until next summer, after which 
she'll consider doing more modeling— 
possibly even some nude shots. “I've done 
that kind of stuff before, and | don’t have a 
problem with it. So I'd do it again, as long 
as it's artistic and tasteful.” And movies will 
be a definite consideration. “Every time | 
watch a movie, |'m jealous because | think 
| would be perfect at it. But for now, I'm 
happy doing what I'm doing.” 

Then she says she has to get back to 
work. Doing what she does best—looking 
too good to be true. A 50-cent cab ride from 
perfection. Hf 
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Think you're hip to high tech? 

The latest PDAs make your old 
handheld organizer look like a 
museum relic. 

By Carl Lindemann 


Casio Cassiopeia E-105 
kkk & *& S599 
lt may be crazy to spend 600 bucks on an 
electronic organizer, but trust us. This Casio ts 
the best of the Windows CE PDAs (personal 
digital assistants)—it’s a multimedia monster 
with a color screen, built-in microphone and 
headphone jack, so you can play games, do 
dictation and listen to music (use your PC to 
download software from the Net). A whopping 
32MB of memory and the market's fastest 
processor mean you'll laugh at the losers 
checking their schedules as you shoot aliens 
and jam to tunes. Casio: 800-836-8580 






a 
3Com PalmP 


lot V 
tok ke & Saag 
The Natalie Portman of PDAs—petite, 
smart and sensible. The sleek Palm V is 
so small and light you could lose it 
under your fingernail, and it’s so easy to 
use, it should have a Fisher-Price badge 
on it. The high-contrast, black-and-white 
screen is ultra-readable, and you get 
marathon battery life: up to a month on 
a full charge. The PalmPilot is perfect for 
all the business stuff, like tracking 
appointments, contacts and expenses, but 
it just isn’t as much fun as the multimedia 
| Cassiopeia. 3Com: 800-881-7256 
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Philips Nino 500 
kkk S499 
Are you the kind of guy who's always 
doing three things at once? The Nino has 
easy one-handed controls—perfect for 
easy access while driving, fumbling 


through paperwork or flipping a pancake. 
| But the Nino can’t compete with the 


Cassiopeia: The display isn't as bright, 
and the 16MB of memory can only 
handle limited multimedia applications. 
Like any Windows CE, it’s an energy hog, 
but the Nino does take standard AA 
batteries, while the others make you hit 


| the recharger. Philips: 888-367-8356 





| Compag Aero 2130 
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This SUV of PDAs is your best bet if you 
spend all your time outside—its color 
display is incredibly readable even in 
direct sunlight, although we found 
ourselves squinting to read it indoors. 
With 16MB of memory, it’s OK for 
multimedia and it’s the only unit that 
lets you plug in an external microphone, 
making dictation a breeze. Notable 
weirdness: It’s the only PDA we've seen 
with a built-in vibrator (for use as a 
silent alarm). One for the ladies, 
perhaps? Compaq: 800-345-1518 


(6). Jonathan Kantor (1). 
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_ ARE YOU CHEAP? 


You are? Well, the good 
» news is that you don't 
ee, have to spend $500 
» to get your life 

\ together. Every 
\ year PDAs get 

\ smaller, faster 
\ and—of 
course—more 
expensive. 

But that 
just means 
you can get better 
bargains on old models. 
So shop around. For $150 you can 
pick up the original PalmPilot—a 
reliable if bulkier predecessor to the 
Sleek V. Some manufacturers are 
getting in at the cheaper end of the 
market with new PDAs, too. The $09 
Royal DaVinci covers the basics— 
calendar, phone numbers, calculator, 
to-do list, notepad and PC link. The 
black-and-white screen is harder to 
read than higher-end versions, but 
at this price, who’s complaining? An 
add-on folding keyboard ($30) also 
makes number punching easy. 
Royal: 908-526-8200 


HP Jornada 420 
**& S519 

One word: disappointing. For this kind of 
cash, the display is too washed out in 
sunlight, and the 8MB of memory can't 
handle modern Windows CE features like 
voice recording. To add insult to injury, a 
memory upgrade will cost you at least 
$50. The upside? The controls are so 
simple, even Dan Quayle could use it (if 
he could only spell it. That's P for 
Personal, D for Digital...oh, forget it). While 
the flip-up cover does protect the screen 
(good), you'll look like a Trekkie (bad). 
HP: 800-752-0900 
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How can you tell if your aftershave works? Stuff blindfolded 10 hot women 


and paid them to sniff us. 


Emporio Armani splash 

$40 for 3.4 oz. *¥** 

You're money, baby! Our sniffers said this 
smelled like big bucks: “He definitely has 
money to spend...on me.” But one woman 
thought that a guy who wore this might 
preen with the green a little too much: “It 
smells the way Ricky Martin looks.” 


Lagerfeld Jako balm 

$36 for 4.2 oz. KKK* 

“I'd love to slow-dance with a man 
wearing this” and “Makes me want to 
snuggle” are signs of how soft and cuddly 
this smelled to our testers. Wear it when 
you want to woo her into marriage. It was 
also deemed “very, very lickable,” so 
apply where you need it most. 


Ralph Lauren Romance Men gel 
S4o for 3.4 oz. KK KK 

This shave-saver lives up to its nancy 
name...but in a good way: “It’s very 
subtle; you have to nuzzle up nice and 
close to his neck to smell it.” Nothing bad 


about that. And, from the less poetic, 
“There’s no guido harshness to it.” 
Available late August. 


Yohji Homme splash 

$30 for 1.7 oz. © oe oe 

When 10 women smell this scent, close 
their eyes, grin and groan “Mmmmmm,” 
you know you're home-base bound. Other 
thoughts? “Manly,” “real hot” and, 
curiously, “smells like a guy who's in 
middle to upper management.” Truly 
bottled sex, fellas. 


026 Masculine balm 

$25 for 1.7 oz. * * 

This cross between a skin cream and a 
cologne gives off a “clean,” “fresh,” 
“summery” scent. “It smells like my 
makeup,” said one. Stinking up the place 
like Ru Paul might not sound like your 
idea of fun, but some girls apparently 
think it’s a good thing. 


All available at select department stores. 











YOU'RE FRE 


We promise our friends 
free food, and then we 
hurt them. Stuff tests 
the firepower of the 
condiment that keeps 
on giving. 

By Sky Shineman 
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Hot POls6.25/5 02.6 2222 

This mellow, citrusy sauce lists unrefined hemp-seed oil 
as an ingredient and comes with a Rasta key chain. 
Why, you might ask? "Cause gimmicks work on stoners. 


SETH i ms & Call Me Sally 


$5/50z. 8686 2 

Allegedly, the name came from an incident involving 
moonshine and a guy named Chet. Really? Who cares. 
It's a conversation starter, and it tastes good, too. 


Dave's Gourmet Insanity Sauce 
$5.75/50z. 664646 2 

After a few drops of this, Wallace, the biggest, meanest 
bruiser at Stuff, was reduced to tears. The label says 
this junk “strips waxed floors and removes driveway 
grease stains.” Too much of it could kill you—really, 


Pain & Suffering ss.25/5 oz. bbbb 2S 
We're not sure if the whip-wielding vixen or the chili 
made us tingle. Either way, this concoction will whup 
your ass and make you bark like the bad dog you are. 


Hot N Horny $5.25/5 oz. 6666 239 
Making your crap glow-in-the-dark green might impress 
your buddies, but it won’t get you laid. It brings on the 
jalapefio heat, but as for horny—keep it in your pants. 


Chipotle Del Sol Smokin’ Hot Sauce 
$5/5 02. & ADDAD 


After downing spoonfuls of this smoky sauce, we didn't 


break even a bead of sweat. Apparently, chipotle means 
“Damn good—my nephew likes it on his "nanas.” 


Brain Damage s;.75/5 07. 6666 222 
Flavored with mangoes and honey, this liquid lobotomy 
will sizzle your scrotum and tingle your taste buds. And 
the bottle’s pink brain makes a great finger puppet. 


Ashirin $5.25/60z. & PPD 

The tangy bite “would go down well with Chinese take- 
out,” but we've had hotter salsa at Taco Bell, Nice 
painkiller packaging, but Asbirin left us ache-free. 


Louisiana Crude s3.50/2 02.6 2 

With a taste described by our testers as the equivalent 
of “licking asphalt” and drinking “the dregs of a soy 
sauce bottle,” this is more like Louisiana Lame. 


Pain Is Good #37 s5.75/6.75 oz. 

666 LADS 

This might look like a flask o’ fire, but its power is in 
punchy flavor, not heat. Pain is good, but it takes more 
than this to make a real man scream, 


Spontaneous Combustion 

$6.25/50z. 66666 AP 

Someone got the sadistic idea to add pure capsicum— 
the skin-burning chemical from chili peppers—to this 
experiment. Feed it to your poodle and watch him pop. 


Rasta Fire Hot Hot Hot Sauce 

$5.25/6.8 02. O66 2PDDP 

This curry combination’s bite made us pine for the 
islands. Get a big plate of jerk chicken and chow down! 


All sauces available from Taste the Pain: 888-747-PAIN. 





Photography (from left): Tam Haynes. David Weiss. 





WHAT THE HELL IS... 


CD-quality music at a 
tenth of the price. 
Interested? Read on. 
By Carl Lindemann 


What is it? Digitally 
recorded music you 
can download 
fram the 
Internet. It's 
irritated the 
pants off 
music-industry 
execs because 
some 
unscrupulous people 
are using it to 
distribute illegal copies. 
You can buy individual songs 

over the Internet for less than a 
buck (and in less time than it 
takes to drive to the record store), 
pick up free samples and illegal 
bootlegs (forget we said that), and 
record music from your own CDs 
for use in portable MP3 players. 


How do | get it? First, buy a 
portable MP3 player, the smallest, 
lightest stereo ever made. Connect 
it to your PC, and at the press of 
a button, you can load it with 
more than an hour of music in the 
time it takes to walk to the fridge 
and get a can of Bud. To hear the 
tunes, listen through headphones 
or connect the player to your 
home stereo. The music sounds 
awesome, and because it's 
recorded on a computer chip, it 
can’t skip. If you own a 
multimedia PC, you don't even 
need to buy an MP3 player—you 
already have one. You can 
download free software from the 
Net that'll let you play MP3 music 
through your PC. 


Where’s the music? Search for 
official MP3 music at 
www.mp3.cam, and for bootlegs 
(we'll deny everything) at 





iiciay.\s 













mp3.lycos.com and 

www. rloport.com. You can 
download tracks for free, but you'll 
have trouble finding mainstream 
artists, since MP3 is new enough 
to Scare piracy-fearing major 
record labels. This leaves you with 
music from unsigned talent such 
as the Cocky Sticks and their 
rousing rendition of “I’m a Catholic 
Girl, OF Course | Swallow.” Luckily, 
some fairly big names have also 
embraced the new technology. The 
Beastie Boys, for example, are 
offering unpublished songs for 
free on their Web site 

(www. beastieboys.net). You can 
store your new music collection on 
your PC's hard drive—the songs 
don't take up much space—and 
then transfer them to the portable 
player at will, 


What should | buy? Black and 
chrome personal stereas are so, 
like, over. The Diamond 
Multimedia Rio PMP300 LE ($250, 
pictured) has had an iMac-style 
makeover that we, like, like. Plus, 
this special-edition unit comes 
with a massive 64MB memory— 
enough to hold hours of music, 
Diamond Multimedia: S00-430-7562 
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The Xandria Collection, Dept. M0699 | 
P.O, Box 310395, San Francisco, CA 94131-9988 
Clow send one, by first class mail, the Xandria Gold Edition | 
Catalogue. Foelesed isa check or pane order (ear 4 MN, tat | 
hy ppl tomy first purchase, (55 Canada, £3 OK) 
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Katia, Oh Valley Orie, Brektane, 04 S8005-1940. Void where ardhibitenl fig lw 
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Like our threads? Here's where you can get ‘em. 





Contents 0.8 

Shannon Elizabeth 

Bra by La Perla. Panties by 
Louis Vuitton, 


Hot Stuff 9.19 

Shannon Elizabeth 
Panties by Macy's. Top by 
Ralph Lauren, 


Street Rules §.142-151 
Blue Marlin 415-252-9630 
Cheap Jack's 212-77 7- 
9564 

Converse 800-428-2667 
Dead On 310-216-3166 

4, Lindeberg 212-541-8000 
Maurice Malone 212- 
328-0675 

Mecca USA 212-475- 
8500 

Memes 212-420-9955 
Nike 200-352-NIKE 
Organization for Returning 
to Fashion Interest 21 2- 
625-9657 

Rawlings at Just Balls S00- 
695-5464 

Roces. 800-770-8750 
Skechers 8O00-SHOE-411 
Spalding at Just Balls 800- 
595.5464 

SSURVPLUS 212-431- 
3152 

Tommy Hilfiger 890-884. 
HaOe 

Wilson 800-333-8326 


Inca Spot p.124-135 
Banana Republic BSB. 
BR-STYLE 

Blue Marlin 415-252-9630 
cK Calvin Klein 8O0-294- 
FS76 

DANY 800-231-0884 
D&G 212-750-0055 
Emporio Armani 212- 
366-9720 

Freestyle 800-949-1563 
Gap 800-322-7899 
Garmin GPS 800-800-1020 
Kershaw Knives 800-325: 
291 

Nautica Sports 400-444- 
OF 79 

Nikon 800-NIKON-US 
Pentax 800-877-0155 
Polo Sport 800-653. 7656 
Tommy Hilfiger 200-H8#- 
Ba0? 

Yak Pak 718-797-3671 





COMPETITION RULES 
OFFICIAL RULES—NO 
PURCHASE REGUIRED 

HOW TO ENTER: To enter, 
Simply send your name, 
address, daytime telephane 
fumber.and entry to STUFF 
magazine at 1040 Ave. of the 
Anteancas, 15th Floor, New 
York, N¥ 10018. Entries must 
be postmarked no later than 
duly 16, 1999, 

WINNER SELECTION; The 
selection of ihe winning entries 
shall be within the sole 
discretion of tha editors at 
STUFF, and any decision by the 
editors shall ba final. 
ELIGIBILITY: Open to U.S. 
residents 18 years of age and 
cider, Within’ 21 days of 
notification each winner will be 
required to sign an alficawil of 
eigbility,2 warranty and a 
representation cf ownershie of 





Tia Carrere (1.62-65 

Black bikini by Pisces 
Swimwear, Orange bikini by 
Kristina Ti, Both available at 
Barneys New York. Blue 
tukint by Salinas Swimwear, 


Ato 7 Sex 0.76-83 

Dress by Collette Dinnegan; 
underwear by Calvin Klein; 
shoes by Charles Jourdan. 
Skirt by Betsey Johnson; 
urdemvear by Calvin Klein: 
slip and tank top by Betsey 
Johnson. Underwear by 
Calvint Klein, Dress by 
Collette Dinnegan:; 
underwear by Calvin Klein. 
Shoes by Stuart Weitzman, 


Kim Delaney 0.90-95 
Dress by Alessandra 
Dell'Acqua Mare, Sheer tap 
by Krizia, Bra and underwear 
by Calvin Klein, Shoes by 
Dolce & Gabanna. 


Fry Hard! 996-102 

Sheer top by Vivienne Tam; 
chef's toque and jacket by 
Universal Costumes, Elue 
jeans by Diesel, Sandals by 
J. Crew. Glass dome by Crate 
& Barrel, Silver charger by 
Centrum; button tube top by 
Esprit: blue halter and 
miniskirt ty Mark Won Nark; 
white shirt and jeans by Club 
Monano; white skirt by 
Freepeople, Pumps by Stuart 
Weitzman: hooded top by 
Cynthia Stette. Silver bangle 
by Circa; halter top by 
Massimo. Bracelet by Anne 
Klein, pray pants with belt by 
Codes at Enneo, Sleeveless 
fess by Laundry, V-neck 
shirt by XOXO. 

Adriana Karembeu 
116-121 

Banded dikini by Herve 
Lager. Jewelry by Chanel- 
Sequin top by Sonia Rykiel. 
Biaini by Eres; diamond 
Comet jewelry by Chanel, 
Lycra shorts by Wonderbra; 
Giamante handeuffs by 
Hustler Holljwood; shoes by 


Manolo Blahnik for Maria 
Luisa Paris. 


al ngnts.in the winning entry: 
hecther the empinyees 

les of STUFF Magazine, 
Olympus, GT Bicycies, their 
PESDeciive Panen! Companies, 
Subsidianes and afilates, and 
their advertising and production 
compacies nor thes families are 
eligible to participate. All 
federal, state and local laws 
and regulations apply. Void 
where prohibited or restricted. 
PRIZE/VALUES: Prize consists 
af either an Olympus Stylus 
Zoom 80 Wide DLA camera 
("True Liles Contest") or a GT 
Autostrean) Bicycie (“Letters 
Contest”), Value of prize, $419 
(camera) and $397 (bicycle). 
Odds of winning depend upon 
number of entries subcutted 
One winner per contest. 
NOTIFICATION/TERMS: 
Winners will be notified by 
mdi, Eicepl where probited, 


ADDITIONAL 
PHOTO 
CREDITS 


p.10: Clerkson, Steve skotl; 
Tia: Michael Zeppetelip; 
fomaloes; Santiago Lyon/AP 
Photo; pool Kaluzny/Thatcher! 
Tany Stone Images, camera: 
David Weiss; Adnana: Michael 
feppetella. p.14: Monkey 


| FPG. p.20-50 Pigs (5); 


Gourtesy of Wim Delvaye; dog 
with camera: The Neal Peters 
Collection; colle: Cares 
Palak Armals eunirmals: 
shepherd. Alalph 

Renholt Animals Animals; 
retnever: Fritz Prenzel/ Animals 
Animals; Bulleiag: Gerard 
Lacz/Animals Animals; Afghan: 
Franz Gorsk/Peter Arnold, Ine; 
scooby Ooo: Hanna- 
Barberas‘NPGThe Neal Peters 
Collection; rubber head: 
Russia/Moscow/ DDR; garfisn: 
E.R. Deppinger/Animals 
Animals; % ray Science Photo 
Library, monk: Calhernne 
Henriette Colonic); Daisy (x2): 
Everett Collection; Gators: 
Seott HallaranAllaport USA: 
Padres: Tottd Warshaw: The 
Haunting Frank MasitTM & 
Dreamworks; Lock, Stoca: The 
Everett Collection, Inc. 
Poltergeist: The Neal Peters. 
Collection; Analyze: Everett 
Collection; Richards: Stephen 
Sigolaft/Janet Bataish; 
Ramones: Michael 
Halsnand/Qutline; Reckbitch: 
James McCauley/Retna; 


Yankovic) Jet Slocomby Outline: 


Jamirequal: Niels Van 
lperen/Retna Limited, USA: 
Bruce: Pratolest; Showgirls: 
Everett Collection, Jortan 
Daren Carroll/Duome,; Kilborn 
Kimberly Butler Everett 
Collection, Bart: 20th Century 
Fog Everell Gollechon: Bryant: 
Duome; Carey. Everett 
Collection: Macauly, The Koba 
Callection; Stocaton: Villian 
Sailaz/Duorma; Wolfman: Tre 
Kobal Collectian; Clinton: 
Everett Collection; Chuck: 
Boug PensingerAllsport: 
Wayne: Everett Collection; 
Brande: Everelt Collection, 

p. 52-58: Ground war ime): 
Christopher MorisBlack Star; 
guy with phone 
Corbis/Rewters: lion: Animals 
Animals‘Gerard Lacz: tamer: 


winners will ‘agree to ude of 
his‘her nae and lioness for 
publicity and the publication in 
STUFF magazine of his/her 
entry without aciditional 
compensation. The winners 
grant to STUFF permission to 
edit his/her entry within the 
sohe discretion of STUFF, ard 
pUbIIEN He het stores, 

Winners release STUFF and 
prize manufacturers from all 
liability regarding prizes 
awarded. All fedorm!, state and 
local taxes are the exclusive 
responsl tility of ie wifriers. 
WINNERS LIST: For the names 
ol the winners, send a selt- 
addressed, Etamped envelope 16 
STUFF magazine by September 
2, 1999. (Vermont and 
Wisshington residents and 
revidents of other states where 
this requirement is proscribed 
by baw may omit sai.) 


PIP Globe Photos; car 
salesman: Everett Collection, 
doa: Super Stock; golf: Everett 
Collection; pool: 
Kaluzny/TnatcherTony Stone 
Images. p.60; Wilson: Retna, 
Wilson on drums: Ed Roach. 
p.66-75; Bull run: Mark J. 
TerriivWAP Photo, helicopter: 
Gree Riffi; shark icon: Jetf 
Rotmarvint'! Stock; 
antiteronst: Davie Hiser/Aspen 
Photographers; wrestler: Soott 
Cunsingham; cgar: Gamma; 
dogs: Dugald 
Bremner/Adventure Pooto & 
Film: gumpein: Villian 
Roy/The Stock Market; 22 
notel: Chad Enlers/International 
Stock: snara: Harold Wes 
Prat/NOAA-AMFS: helicogter: 
Michael Shediock/ New 
England Stock, ice climbing: 
Glenn Randall: war 
reenaciment; Corns Beltrnanri; 
astronaut: J,L.ATLAN/Syama; 
racing: NHRA Photographic; 
outer space: Zegrahm Space 
Voyares; shark & diver; 
Norbert Wu; golf: Matthew 
Harrs/The Golf Picture Library; 
camets: Gree Willams'Rex 
Features; bull riding: Jennings 
Photography; smexing: Sjoerd 
van BeldénAP Proto: castle: 
Corbis Bettmann, cycling: Bob 
Allen/Outside Images: Dracula: 
The Neal Peters Collection, 
tomatoes: Santiago Lyor/AP 
Photo: beer: The Stock Market; 
buffalo: 

C. Allan Morgan/Peter Arnold, 
Inc.; MiG: Soviota/Easttoto. 
p.84-89; Volcano explasian; 
Mastertile: Canlaon: Jeff 
Offergeld: trees with clouds; 
Alberta Garcia/Sapa: lava 
spurts: FPG Intemational; 
Pompe: (x2): Devilla Mare; 
fomale: Alberto GarceaSaba; 
lava spurt: Schafer&Hill/Tony 
Stone (mapes; Seattle: Chuck 
Pefley/Tony Stone Images 
p.103: Carpenter: Isabel 
Snyder p.104-105: Kojak: 
Foto Fantasies; MeChoud (12): 
Photofest; lransice: Everett 
Coilection; CHiPs: Everett 
Collection; Starsky (e4); Foto 
Fantasies: Starsky: Photofest; 
Kojak: CBS/courtesy np; TJ 
Hooker (x3); Photofest; Bareta: 
Foto Fantasies; NYPD (x2): 
Phototest: Miami Vice (a2): 
NBO/courtesy np; Cops (xa): 
Everett Collection; Mod Squad 
(x2): Photofest; Silk Stalkings: 
Foto Fantasies; Jump Street: 
Everett Collection: Gop Rock: 
Everett Collection; Forever 
Knignt: Everett Collection: 
CHIPS: Photetest, 
p.106-111: Saw illustration: 
IPOL inc; Simpsons: 20ir 
Century Row/Everett Collection 
staxe WMustration: The Granger 
Collechan, leg: 
RemseyGarmina; rat: Stephen 
Dalton/Animals Animals; 
South Park: Foto fantasies: 
wheel illustration: Corbis 
Bethmann, horse: Henry 
Ausloas/Animals Animals; 
snake: Rex USA, cactus: Alex 
Bartel/FPG; rat: Daniel 
SimonGamma; boiled: 
Gamma; pulled by horses: 
Snark International: alien: 
Everett Collection, Gran: 
Photofest; Scarface: Phototes! 
cruzhed: Grafica. p.160: 
Jennifer Kate GamerDutling; 
Daly & Hewitt: Eric 
Crarbonne/ Berliner 

Studia Corts Outline 
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IS SHE REALLY GOIN’ OUT HIM? 











This month: Carson Daly and 


JENNIFER LOVE HEWIT) 


She's our favorite 
refreshment on 
Party of Five; he's a 
lucky-to-be-famous 
face who introduces 
'N Sync videos. 


The prize Jennifer 
=i; —. Love Hewitt, 20, 
whose sweet, girl-next-door sensibility 
cant distract us from the way she 
stretches the seams of a halter top. 


The competition Carson Daly, 26, the 
vapid VJ whose ass-kissing of 
prepubescent stars makes each minute 
of MTV Live seem like a death sentence. 





His plus column Was named sexiest 
broadcaster of the year by People in '99. 
Big deal—they thought Vanilla Ice was 
hot, too. Also, he gets paid to hang with 
rock stars, making your bowling buddies 
look weak in comparison. 


Loser credentials Admits that music 
jockeying ain't exactly brain surgery: “If 
you have an esophagus and a pulse, you 
too can be on the air.” And off again. 
Can you say Adam Curry? 







Could you take him? Hell, yes. Casually 
let it slip to Love that the average career 
span of a VJ is just under 17 minutes— 
after which Carson can look forward ta; 
future of classic-rock infomercials. 
Before you know it, you and Love coul 
be a party of two. 
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